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Being to appear anew * in the World, it may be 
expected, that I ſhould ſay ſomething concerning 
theſe enſuing Trifles, which I ſhall endeavour to do 


with as much Briefneſs, as I did before what I laſt | 


publiſh'd 1 in this Kind, 


I doubt not but the Reader will think me guilty 
of an high Preſumption, in adventuring upon a 
Tranſlation of The Art of Poetry, after two ſuch great 
Hands as have gone before me in the ſame Attempts : 
I need not acquaint him, that I mean Ben Fehn/on, 


and the Earl of Roſcommon, the one being of ſo efta- 


bliſhed an Authority, that whatever he did is held as 
ſacred ; the other having lately performed it with ſuch 
admirable Succeſs, as almoſt cuts off all Hope in any 


after-Pretenders, of ever coming up to what he has 


done. Howbeit, when I let him know, that it was a 
Taſk impoſed upon me, and not what 1 voluntarily 


engaged in, I ban he 1 be the more favourable in 


. This Paths was wrote in the Va 1687. 
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his Cenſures. I would indeed very willingly have 
wav'd the Undertaking upon the fore- mentioned Ac- 
count, and urged it as a Reaſon for my declining 
the ſame, but it would not be allowed as ſufficient to 
excuſe me therefrom. Wherefore, being prevailed 
vpon to make an Eflay, I fell to thinking of ſome 
_ Courſe, whereby I might ſerve myſelf of the Advan- 
tages, which thoſe that went before me, have either 
not minded, or ſcrupulouſly. abridged themſelves of. 
This I ſoon imagined was to be effected, by putting 
Horace into a more modern Dreſs than hitherto he has 
appeared in; that is, by makig him ſpeak, as if he 
i were living and writing now. I therefore reſolved to 
alter the Scene from Rome to London, and to make uſe 
of FEngliſþ Names of Men, Places and Cuſtoms, where 
1 the Parallel would decently permit, which I conceiv- 
ed, would give a Kind of new Air to the Poem, and | 
render it more agreeable to the Reliſh of the 2 
Age. 
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With theſe Conſiderations I ſet u pon the Work, 
and purſued it accordingly. I have not, I acknow- 
lege, been over nice in keeping to the Words of the 

Original, for that were to tranſgreſs a Rule therein 
contained. Nevertheleſs, I have been religiouſly ſtrict 
to its Senſe, and expreſs'd it in as plain and iatelli- 
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gible a Manner as the Subject would bear. Where 
I may be thought to have varied from it (which is 
not above once or twice, and in Paſſages not much 


material) the ſkilful Reader will perceive, *twas ne- 
ceſſary for carrying on my propoſed Deſign ; and the 


Author himſelf, were he alive again, would (I be- 
lieve) forgive me. I have been careful to avoid Stiff- 
neſs, and made it my Endeavour to hit (as near as I 
could) the eaſy and familiar Way of writing, which 


is peculiar to Horace in his Epiſtles, and was his pro- 


per Talent above any of Mankind. After all, *tis 
humbly ſubmitted to the Judgment of the traly 
Knowing, how I have acquitted myſelf herein. Let 
the Succeſs be what it will, I ſhall not, however, 


wholly repent of my Undertaking, being (I reckon) 5 


in ſome Meaſure recompenſed for my Pains, by the 


Advantage | have reaped, of fixing theſe admirable 


Rules of Senſe ſo well in my Memory. 


The Satire and Odes of the 1 which follow 
next in Order, I have tranſlated after the ſame liber- 
tine Way. In them alſo I labour'd under the Diſad- 
vantages of coming after other Perſons. The Satire 
had been made into a Scene by Ben Jobnſon, in a 


Play of his, call'd The Poetaſter. After 1 had finiſhed 


my Imitation * I came to learn, that it had 
A 2 
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been done likewiſe by Dr. Sprat, and fince, I have 
had the Sight of it amongſt the printed Tranſlations 
of Herace's Works. The Odes are there done too, 
but not ſo excellently well, as to diſcourage any far- 
ther Endeavours. If theſe of mine meet with good 
Entertainment in the World, I may perhaps find 
3 Leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, which at pre- 
fent ſuffer as much from their Tranſlators, as the 
Pſalms of David from Sterubold and Hophins. 


2 
0 * 


3 The two ſacred Ode, I deſign'd not to have made 
; publick now, foraſmuch as they might ſeem unfit to 
appear among Subjects of this Nature, and were in- 
tended to come forth apart, in Company of others of 
their own Kind. But having ſuffer'd Copies of them 
| to ſtraggle abroad in Manuſcript, and remembering 
j/ the Fate of ſome other Pieces of mine, which have for- 
merly ſtolen into the Preſs, without my Leave or Know- 
ledge, and been expos'd to the World abominably 
falſe and uncorrect; to prevent the ſame Misfortune, 
likely enough to befal theſe, I have been perſuaded 
to yield my Conſent to their publiſhing amongſt the 
zeſt, Nor is the printing of ſuch Miſcellanies alto- 
gether ſo unpreſidented, but that it may be ſeen in 
the Editions of Dr. Denne, and Mr. Cowley's Works, 
; | whether done by their own Appointment, or the ſole 
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Direction of the Stationers, I am not able to deter- 


As for the two Eſſays out of Greet, they wer 
occaſioned by a Report, that ſome found Fault with 
the Roughneſs of my Satires formerly publiſhed, 
though upon what Ground they ſhoald do it, I 
could be glad to be informed. Unleſs I am miſtaken, 
there are not many Lines but will endure the read- 
ing without ſhocking any Hearer, that is not too 
nice and cenſorious. I confeſs, I did not fo much 
mind the Cadence, as the Senſe and Expreſſiveneſs 
of my Words, and therefore choſe not thoſe which 
were beſt diſpoſed to placing themſelves in Rhyme, 
but rather the moſt keen and tuant, as being the 

moſt ſuitable to my Argument. And certainly, no 
one that pretends to diſtinguiſh the ſeveral Colours 
of Poetry, would expect that Juvenal, when he is 
laſhing of Vice and Villainy, ſhould flow fo ſmoothly 
as Ovid or Tibullus, when they are deſcribing Amours 
and Gallantries, and having nothing to diſturb and 
ruffle the Evenneſs of their Stile. 

* 5 
Howbeit, to ſhew that the Way I took was out of 
Choice, not Want of Judgment, and that my Ge- 
nius is not wholly uncapable of performing upon 
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more gay and agreeable Subjects, if my Humour in- 
clined me to exerciſe it, J have pitched upon theſe 
two, which the greateſt Men of Senſe have allowed 
to be ſome of the ſofteſt and tendereſt of all Antiqui- 
ty. Nay, if we will believe Ragin, one of the beſt 
Criticks which theſe latter Ages have produced; they 
have no other Fault, than that they are too exquiſite- 


ly delicate for the Character of Paforal, which ſhould 


not ſeem too laboured, and whoſe chief Beauty is, an 
unaffected Air of Plainneſs and Simplicity. 


That which laments the Death of Adonis, has been 


attempted in Zazin by ſeveral great Maſters; namely, 


Vulcanius, Douza, and Menfieur le Feure, The laſt of 
of them has done it paraphraſtically, but left good 


Part of the Poem, toward the latter End, untouched, 


perhaps, becauſe he thought it not ſo capable of Or- 
nament as the reſt. Him I chiefly choſe to follow, as 
being moſt agreeable to my Way of tranſlating ; and 
where I was at a Loſs for Want of his Guidance, 1 

was content to ſteer by my own Fancy. 


The Tranſlation of that upon Bion, was begun by 


another Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes; but 


who was the Author, I could never yet learn. 1 have 


been told that they were done by the Earl of Recbeſ- 


FRETS CH vii 
ter; but I could not well believe it, both becauſe he 
ſeldom medled with ſuch Subjects, and more eſpeci- 
ally by Reaſon of an uncorre& Line or two to be 
found amongſt them, at their firſt coming to my 
Hands, which never uſed to flow from his excellent 
Pen. Conceiving it to be in the Original, a Piece 
of as much Art, Grace and Tenderneſs, as perhaps 
| was ever offered to the Aſhes of a Poet, I thought fit 


' © to dedicate it to the Memory of that incomparable 


Perſon, of whom nothing can be ſaid or thought, ſo 
choice and curious, which his Deſerts do not ſur- 
mount. If it be thought mean to have borrowed the 
Senſe of Another to praiſe him in, yet at leaſt it ar- 
gues at the ſame Time a Value and Reverence, that 
I durſt not think any Thing of my own, 82 
enough for his Commendation. 


This is all which 1 judge material to be aid of 
theſe following Reſreries. As for what others are to 
be found in the Parcel, I reckon them not worth 
mentioning in particular, but leave them wholly open 
and unguarded, to the Mercy of the Reader ; let him 
make his Attacks, how and where he pleaſe. 


HORACE'S ART OF POETRY, 

IMITATED IN ENGLISH. 
ADDRESSED 

BY WAY OF LETTER TO A FRIEND. 


Should ſome ill Painter, in a wild Deſign, 
To a Man's Head a Horſe's Shoulders join, 
Or Fiſh's Tail to a fair Woman's Waiſt, * 
Or draw the Limbs of many a different Beaſt, g 
Ill-match'd, and with as motly Feathers dreſt! J 
If you, by chance were to paſs by his Shop, 
Could you forbear from laughing at the Fop, 
And not believe him whimſical or mad? 
Credit me, Sir, that Book is quite as bad, 

Vow IE © "Y 
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As worthy Laughter, which throughout is fill'd 

With monſtrous Inconſiſtences, more vain and wild, 

Than ſick Mens Dreams, whoſe neither Head norTail, 

Nor any Parts in due Proportion fall. 

But *twill be ſaid, Naue ever did deny 

Painters aud Poets their free Liberty 

Of frigning any thing : We grant it true, 

And the ſame Privilege crave, and allow ; 

But to mix Natures clearly oppoſite, 

To make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

Or Lambs from ſavage Tygers ſeek Defence, 

Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe, 
Some, who would have us think they meant to treat 

At firſt on Arguments of greateſt Weight, 

Are proud, when here and there a glittering Line 

Does through the Maſs of their courſe Rubbiſh ſhine ; ; 

In gay Digreſſions they delight to rove, 

Deſcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 

A Vale enamell'd o' er with pleaſant Streams, 

A painted Rainbow, or the gliding Thames. 

| But how does this relate to their Deſign ? 

Tho? good elſewhere, tis here but foiſted in. 

A common Dawber may, perhaps, have Skill 

To paint a Tavern-Sign or Landſkip well; 

But what is this to drawing of a Fight, 

A Wreck, a Storm, or the laſt Judgment right? 
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When the fair Model and Foundation ſhews, 
'That you ſome great Z/curial would produce, 
How comes it dwindled to a Cottage thus ? 
In fine, whatever Work you mean to frame, 
Be uniform, and every where the ſame. 
Moſt Poets, Sir, ('tis eaſy to obſerve) 
Into the worſt of Faults are apt to ſwerve ; 
Thro' a falſe Hope of reaching Excellence, 
Avoiding Length, we often cramp our Senſe, 
And make't obſcure ; oft when we'd have our Stile 
Eaſy and flowing, loſe its Force the while: 
Some, ſtriving to ſurmount the common Flight, 
Soar up, in airy Bombaſt, out of Sight; 
Others, who fear to a bold Pitch to truſt 
| Themſelves, flag low, and humbly ſweep the Duſt ! 
And many, fond of ſeeming marvellous, 
While they too careleſly tranſgreſs the Laws 
Of Likelihood, moſt odd Chimeras feign, 
Dolphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus they who would take aim, but want the Skill, 
Miſs always, and ſhoot wide or narrow ftill. 
One of the meaneſt Workmen in the Town 
Can imitate the Nails or Hair in Stone, 

And to the Life enough, perhaps, who yet 
Wants Myſtery to make the Work complete: 
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Troth, Sir, if *twere my Fancy to compoſe, 

| Rather than be this bungling Wretch, Pd chuſe 
To wear a crooked and unſightly Noſe, 
*Mongtt other handſome Features of a Face, 

| Which only would ſet off my Uglineſs. 

Be ſure, all, you that undertake to write, 
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| To chuſe a Subject for your Genius fit: 
| Try long and often what your Talents are: 
What is the Burden which your Parts will bear, 
And where they'll fail: He that diſcerns with Skill 
To cull his Argument and Matter well, 
Will never be to ſeek for Eloquence, 2 
| To dreſs, or Method to diſpoſe his Senſe. E. 
They the chief Art and Grace in Order ſhew, I 
(If I may claim any Pretence to know) 3 
Who time diſcreetly what's to be diſcours'd, f 


What ſhould be ſaid at laſt, and what at firſt: 
| Some Paſſages at preſent may be heard, 
Others till afterward are beſt deferr'd : 

Verſe, which diſdains the Laws of Hiſtory, 


5 Speaks Things, not as they are, but ne Ui be: 
Whoever will in Poetry excel, 
Muſt learn and uſe his hidden Secret well. 
1 Tis next to be obſerved, that Care is due, 
And Sparingneſs in framing Words ane): 
| 
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You ſhew your Maſt'ry, if you have the Knack, 
So to make uſe of what known Word you take, 
To giv't a newer Senſe: If there be need 
For ſome uncommon Matter to be ſaid; | = 
Pow'r of inventing Terms may be allow'd, 
Which Chaucer, and his Age, ne'er-underfiood : 
Provided always, as *twas ſaid before, 
We ſeldom, and diſcreetly, uſe that Pow'r. _ - : 
Words new, and foreign, may he beſt brought in, 
If borrrew'd from a Language near akin: 


Why ſhould the peeviſh Criticks now forbid * 


To Lee and Dryden, what was not deny'd 
To Shakeſpeare, Ben, and Fletcher heretofore, 
For which they praiſe, and Commendation bore ?. 
If Spenſer's Muſe be jultly ſo ador'd , | 
For that rich Copiouſneſs, wherewith he ſtor'd * 
Our native Tongue; for God's ſake, why ſhould 1) 
Strait be thought arrogant; if modeſtly, 9 
I claim and uſe the ſelf-ſame Liberty ? 
This the juſt Right of Poets ever was, 
And will be ſtill, to coin what Words they pleaſe, & 
Well fitted to the preſent Age and Place. | 
Words with the Leaves of Trees a Semblance hold, 
In this reſpect, where every Year the old 
Fall off, and new ones in their Places grow : 
Beach! is che 7 ate of al y Og here below: 5 
0 Og 
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Nature herſelf, by Art, has Changes felt, 


If Man's and Nature's Works ſubmit to F ate, 


In the next Age out of Requeſt ſhall grow: 


Shall be reviv'd, and come again in Force, 
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The Tangier Mole (by our great Monarch wed 
Like a vaſt Bulwark in the Ocean ſet, 

From Pirates and from Storms defends our Fleet: 
Fens every Day are drain'd, and Men now plow, 
And ſow, and reap, where they before might row, 
And Rivers have been taught, by + Middleton, 
From their old Courſe within new Banks to run, 
And pay their uſeful Tribute to the Town. 


Much leſs muſt Words expect a laſting Date: 
Many, which we approve for current now, 


And others, which are now thrown out of Doors, 


If Cuſtom pleaſe: From whence their Vogue they draw, 
Which of our Speech is the ſole Judge and Law. 
Homer firſt ſnew'd us in heroic Strains, | 
To write of Wars, of Battles, and Campaigns, 
Kings, and great Leaders, mighty in Renown, 
And him we ſtill for our chief Pattern own. 

Soft Elegy, deſign'd for Grief and Tears, 
Was firſt devis'd to grace ſome mournful Hearſe : 
Since, to a briſker Note tis taught to move, 
And cloaths our gayeſt Paſſions, Joy, and Love. 
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But who was firſt Inventor of the Kind, 
Criticks have ſought, but never yet could find. 
Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and the lofty Praiſe 
Of peaceful Conquerors in Piſa's Race, 
The Mirth and Joys which Love and Wine produce, 
With other wanton Sallies of a Muſe, 8 
The ſtately Ode does for its Subjects chuſe. 
Archilochus, to vent his Gall and Spite, 

In keen lambicks firſt, was known to write: 
Dramatic Authors us'd this Sort of Verſe, 
On all the Greet and Roman Theatres, 
As for Diſcourſe and Converſation fit, 

And aptꝰ'ſt todrown the Noiſes of the Pit. 
If I diſcern not the true Stile and Air, 
Nor how to give the proper Character 
To every kind of Work ; how dare I claim, 
And challenge to myſelf a Poet's Name ? 
And why had I, with aukward Modeſty, 
Rather than learn, always unſkilful be? 
Volpone and Moraſe will not admit 
Of Catiline's high Strains; nor is it fit 
To make Sejanus on the Stage appear ; 
In the low Dreſs which comic Perſons wear. 
Whatc'er the Subje& be on which you write, 
Give cack Thing its due Place and Time aright: 
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And Tragedy alike, ſometimes, has Leave 
To throw off Majeſty, when 'tis to grieve : 
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Tay their big Words and bluſt'ring Language by, * 


Thoſe warm and moving Touches, which impart 
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vet Comedy ſometimes may raiſe her Stile, 
And angry Chremes is allow'd to ſwell, 


Palau, nnd gen, in Miſery,” - -  - ” 


If they expect to make their audience cry. 
*T1s not enough to have your Plays ſucceed, 
That they be elegant : They muſt not need 


A kind Concernment to each Hearer's Heart, 
And raviſh it, which Way they pleaſe, with Art. 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good Diſguiſe, 

Ours with the Perſon's Looks ſtraight ſympathize ; 
Would'ſ have me weep? thyſelf muſt firſt _ "a 
Then Telophus, to Pity I incline, 
And think thy Caſe, and all thy Suff rings mine; 
But if thou'rt made to act thy Part amiſs, 

I can't forbear to ſleep, or laugh, or hiſs, 

Let Words expreſs the Looks which Speakers wear ; 
Sad, fit a mournful and dejected Air; 5 | 
The Paſſionate muſt huff, and ſtorm, and rave; 
The Gay be pleaſant, and the Serious grave. 
For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, 
To take all manner of Impreſſions in. 
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Now makes us hot, and ready to take fire, 
Now Hope, now Joy, now Sorrow, does inſpire, 
And all theſe Paſſions in our Face appear, 
Of which the Tongue is ſole Interpreter: 
But he whoſe Words and Fortunes do not ſait, 
By Pit and Gall'ry both is hooted out. 
Obſerve what Characters your Perſons fit, 
Whether the Maſter ſpeak, or Todelet : 

Whether a Man that's elderly in Growth, 
Or a briſk Hot/pur in his boiling Youth : 
A roaring Bully, or a ſhirking Cheat, 
A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Cit ; 
A prating Goſſip, or a jilting Whore, 
A travell'd Merchant, or a home-ſpun Boor : : 
8 Spaniard or French, Iialian, Dutch, or Dane 3 
Native of Tarkey, India, or Japan. 

Either from Hiftory your Perſons take, 

Or let them nothing inconſiſtent ſpeak : 
If you bring great Achilles on the Stage, 
Let him be fierce and brave, all Heat and Rage, 
Inflexible, and headſtrong to all Laws, 5 
But thoſe which Arms and his own Will impede. 262A 
Cruel Medea muſt no Pity have, 
{xiau muſt be treacherous, Juno grieve, 


Is muſt wander, and Oreftes rave: 
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But if you dare to tread in Paths unknown, 
And boldly ſtart new Perſons of your own; 
Be ſure to make them in one Strain agree, 


And let the End like the Beginning be. 


* Tis difficult for Writers to fucceed, 
On Arguments which none before have try'd ; 
The Iliad, or the Oahſſer, with Eaſe, 
Will better furniſh Subjects for your plays, 
Than that you ſhould your own Invention truſt, 


And broach unheard-of things, yourſelf the firſt. 


In copying other's Works, to make them paſs, | 
And ſeem your own, let theſe few Rules take Place: 2 
When you ſome of their ſtory repreſent, 
Take care that you new Epiſodes invent: 
Be not too nice the Author's Words to trace, 
But vary all with a freſh Air and Grace ; 
Nor ſuch ftri& Rules of Imitation chuſe, 
Which you muſt ſtill be ty'd to follow cloſe, 
Or, forc'd to a Retreat, for Want of Room, 
Give over, and ridiculous become. 

Do not, like that affected Fool, begin, 
King Priam's Fate, and Troy's fam d War I Arg. 


What will this mighty Promiſer produce? 


You look for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe. 
How ſhort is this of Homer's fine Addreſs, 
And Art, who ne'er ſays any thing amiſs ? 
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Into fuch num'rous Dangers has been cal, 
So many Towns and various People paſt : 
XZ He does not laviſh at a Blaze his Fire, 
To glare a while, and in a Snuff expire: 
But Modeſty at firſt conceals his Light 
In dazzling Wonders, then breaks forth to Sight; 
Surprizes you with Miracles all o'er, f 


Muſe, ſpeak the Man, who, fince Troy's laying waſte, ; 


Makes dreadful $cy/la and Charybdis roar, 

Cyclops, and bloody Leftrygons devour: 

Nor does he Time in long Preambles ſpend, 

Deſcribing Meleager's rueful End, 

When he's of Diomed's Return to treat; | 5 

Nor when he would the Trejan War relate, 

The Tale of brooding Leda's Eggs repeat. 

But ſtill to the deſign'd Event haſtes on, 

XZ And at firſt Daſh, as if before *twere known, 

= Embarks you in the middle of the Plot, 

And what is unimproveable leaves out, 

And mixes Truth and Fiction ſkilfully, 

That nothing in the whole may diſagree. 
Whoe'er you are that ſet yourſelves to write, 

If you expect to have your Audience ſit 

Till the fifth Act be done, and curtain fall, 

Mind what Inſtructions I ſhall farther tell; 
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_ Our Guiſe and Manners alter with our Age, 8 
And ſuch they muſt be brought upon the Stage. 

A Child, who newly has to Speech attain'd, 
And now can go without the Nurſe's Hand, 
To play with thoſe of his own Growth is Pier. e, 
Suddenly angry, and as ſoon appeas'd: 
Fond of new Trifles, and as quickly yd, 6 
And loaths next Hour what he the laſt enjoy'd. 

The beardleſs Youth, from Pedagogue got looſe, 
Dune Dogs and Horſes for his Pleaſure chuſe; 
Yielding, and ſoft to every Print of Vice, 
Reſty to thoſe who would his Faults chaſtiſe: 2 
Careleſs of Profit, of Expences vain, .1 
Haughty and eager his Deſires obtain, - 4 
And ſwift to quit the ſame Deſires again. 

Thoſe who to man!y Years and Senſe are grown, ⁵⁶ 
Scek Wealth, and Friendſhip, Honour, and Renown: 
And are diſcreet, and fearful how to act 3 
What after they muſt alter and correct. 
Diſeaſes, IIls, and Troubles numberleſs, 
Attend old Men, and with their Age increaſe : 

In painful Toil they ſpend their wretched Years, 3 

_ Still heaping Wealth, and with that Wealth, newCaress W 
Fond to poſſeſs, and fearful to enjoy; | 
Slow and ſuſpicious in their Managery:;z . 
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Full of Delays and Hopes, Lovers of Eaſe, 
Greedy of Life, Moroſe, and hard to pleaſe ; 
Envious at Pleaſures of the young and gay, 
Where they themſelves now. want a Stock to play; ; 
Ill-natur'd Cenſors of the prefent Age, 

And-what has paſt fince they have quit the Stage: 
But loud Admirers of Queen'Be/j's' Time, 
And what was done when they were in their Prime. 
Thus, what our Tide of flowering Years brings in, 
Still with our Ebb of Life goes out again: 

The Humours of Fourſcore will never hit 

One of fifteen, nor a Boy's Part befit 

A full-grown Man : It ſhews no mean Addreſs, 

If you the Tempers of each Age expreſs. 

Some Things are beſt to act, others to tell; 
Thoſe, by the Ear convey'd, do not ſo well, 

Nor half ſo movingly affect the Mind, 

As what we to our Eyes preſented find. 

vet there are many Things, which ſhould not come 
In View, nor paſs beyond the Tiring- Room: 
Which, after, in expreſſive Language told, 

Shall pleaſe the Audience more than to-behold : 

Let not Medea ſhew her fatal Rage, 

And cut her Children's Throats upon the Stage: 
Nor Oedipus tear out his Eye-balls there, 

Nor bloody 4treus, his dire Feaſt prepare: 


— 
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Cadmus, nor Progne, their odd Changes take, 

| This to a Bird, the other to a Snake : 

Whatever ſo incredible you ſhow, 

| Shocks my Belief, and ſtrait does nauſeous grow. 

Five Acts, no more nor leſs, your play muſt have, 

If you'll an handſome Third Day's Share receive. =_ 

Let not a God be ſummon'd to attend 5 

i On a flight Errand, nor on Wire deſcend, 3 

[| Unleſs th? Importance of the Plot engage; 

f And let but Three at once ſpeak on the Stage. 

Be ſure to make the Chorus ſtill promote 

i The chief Intrigue, and Buſineſs of the Plot : 
| 


"_— 


— 


l l — 2 . 2 SY AST pe 
* . DE, * eee En OE 1 5 
ans ee e Deere PEE 5 r 7 
I 2 85 TELE — Ph 5 8 1 Rs) — 3 4 © ck $35. 3 £ * A An * F 
* A 3 = ey ay 3 2 A 
1 1 


9 8 — 
* 
‚—?ꝝqꝶ U ĩ . — — — —⅛ 


Betwixt the Acts there muſt be nothing ſung 
Which does not to the main Deſign belong: 
Iyhbe Praiſes of the Good mult here be told, 

" The Paſſions curb'd, and Foes of Vice extoll'd : 
IN Here Thrift, and Temperance, and wholeſome Sms | 
| } Strict Juſtice, and the gentle Calms of Peace, 

} Muſt have their Commendations and Applauſe : 
And Prayers muſt be ſent up to Heav'n to guide 


"8 Blind Fortune's Bleflings to the juſter fide, 

| To raiſe the Poor, and lower proſp'rous Pride. 
Wl At firſt the Muſick of our Stage was rude, 

| | Whilſt in the Cock-pir and Black-Friars it ſtood: 
0 ö And this might pleaſe enough in former Reigns, 


A thrifty, thin, and baſhſul Audience: 


— — 
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When Bh ' Amboiſe *, and his Fuſtian took, 
And Men were raviſh'd with Queen Gorboduc +. 
But ſince our MonaRCH, by kind Heaven ſent, ' 
Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhment, 
And by his gentle Influence gave Increaſe 

To all the harmleſs Luxuries of Peace : 

Favour'd by him, our Stage has flouriſh'd too, 
And every Day in outward Splendor grew : 
la Muſick, Song, and Dance of every kind, 
And all the Grace of Action *tis refin'd; 


Our Players have fo well improv'd the Scene 


And fince that Operas at length came in, | 


Wich Gallantry of Habit, and Machine, 
As makes our Theatre in Glory vie | 
With the beſt Ages of Antiquity : 

And mighty Reſcius, were he living now, 
Would envy both our Stage and Acting too. 
Thoſe who did firſt in Tragedy eflay, 
(When a vile Goat was all the Poet's Day) 

Us'd to allay their Subjects Gravity 
With Interludes of Mirth and Rajllery : 


A Tragedy wrote by Mr. George Chapman, in the 
Reign of King James I. CS 

+ A celebrated Tragedy, by Thomas Norton and Themas 
Lach ville, Eſqrs. 15909, 
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Here they brought rough and naked Satyrs in, 
Whoſe Farce-like Geſture, Motion, Speech and Mien 


Reſemble thoſe of modern Harlequin.” 

Becauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and odd Grimace, 

After their drunken Feaſts, on Holidays, 

The giddy and hot-headed rout would pleaſe ; 

As the wild Feats of Merry Andrews now 

Divert the ſenſeleſs Crowd at Barthol mew. 
But he that would in this mock-way excel, 

And exerciſe the Art of Railing well, 

Had need with Diligence obſerve this Rule, 

In turning ſerious Things to Ridicule : 

If he an Hero or a God bring in, 


With kingly Robes and Scepters lately ſeen, 


Let them not ſpeak, like burleſque Characters, 

The Wit of Billingſgate and Temple-fairs : 

Nor, while they of thoſe Meanneſſes beware, 

In tearing Lines of Bajaxet appear, 

Majeſtic Tragedy as much diſdains 

To condeſcend to low and trivial Strains : 

As a Court-Lady thinks herſelf diſgrac'd, 

To dance with Dowdies at a May-pole Feaſt. 
If, in this kind, you will attempt to write, 

You muſt no broad and clowniſh Words admit, 


* A Tragedy by Mr, Charles Saunders, 1681, 
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Nor muſt you ſo confound your Characters, 
As not to mind what Perſon *tis appears, 
Take a known Subject, and invent it well, 
And let your Stile be ſmooth and natural: 
Though others think it eaſy to attain, 
They'll find it hard, and imitate in vain: 

So much does Method and Connections grace 

The common'ſt Things, the plaineſt Matters raiſe, | 

In my Opinion, tis abſurd and odd, 

To make wild Satyrs, coming from the Wood, 
Speak the fine Language of the Park and Mall, 

As if they had their Training at Whitehall : | 
Yet, though I would not have their Words too quaint, 
Much leſs can I allow them impudent :. 
For Men of Breeding and of Quality 
Muſt needs be ſhock'd with fulſom Ribaldry ; 
Which, though it paſs the Foot-boy and the Cit, 
Is always nauſeous to the Box and Pit. 

There are but few, who have ſuch eilful Ears, 
To judge of artleſs and ill-meaſur'd Verſe. 
This, till of late, was hardly underſtood, 

And ſtill there's too much Liberty allow'd. 
But will you therefore be ſo much a Fool 
To write at random, and negle& a Rule? 
Or, while your Faults are ſet to general og | 


Hope all men ſhould be blind, or 9 78 you ? 
Vor. II. C 
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Who would not ſuch Fool-hardineſs condemn, @=+ 

Where, tho? perchance you may eſcape from blame, { 

Yet Praiſe you never can expect, or claim? 3 

Therefore be ſure you ſtudy toapply - 
To the great Patterns of Antiquity : | a 

Ne'er lay the Greets and Romans out of Sight, 

Ply them by Day, and think on them by Night. 

Rough hobling Numbers were allow'd for Rhime, 

And clench for deep Conceit in former time : | 

With too much Patience (not to call it worſe) 

Both were applauded in our Anceſtors: 

If you or I have Senſe to judge aright 

Betwixt a Quibble and true Sterling Wit ; 

Or Ear enough to give the Difference 

Of ſweet, well- ſounding Verſe, from doggrel Strains, 

 Thejpis (tis ſaid) did Tragedy deviſe, 
Unknown before, and rude at its firſt Riſe : 


In Carts the Gypſy Actors ſtroll'd about, ! 
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With Faces ſmear'd with Lees of Wine and Soot, 
And thro” the Towns amus'd the wond'ring Rout 3 
Till Z/chylus appearing to the Age, 
Contriv'd a Play-houſe, and convenient Stage. 
Found out the Uſe of Vizards, and a Dreſs, 

(An handſomer, and more genteel Diſguiſe) 

And taught the Actors with a ſtately Air, ; 
And Mein, to ſpeak, and tread, and whatſoc'er 
Gave Port and Grandeur to the Theatre, 


Pg 
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| Next this ſacceeded ancient Comedy, 

With good Applauſe, till too much Liberty. 
Uſurp'd by Writers, had debauch'd the Stage, 
And made it grow the Grievance of the Age: 
No Merit was fecure, no Perſon free, 

From its licentious Buffoonery : 

Till for Redreſs the Magiſtrate was fain, 

By Law, thoſe Inſolences to reſtrain. 

Our Authors, in each kind their Praiſe may claim, 
Who leave no Paths untrod, that lead to dame: 
And well they merit it, who ſcorn'd to be 
So much the Vaſſals of Antiquity, | 
As thoſe who know no better than to cloy, 
With the old muſty Tales of Thebes and Troy: 
But boldly the dull beaten Track forſook, 

And Subjects from our Country-ſtory took. | 
Nor would our Nation leſs in Wit appear, _ 
Than in its great Performances of War; 
Were there Encouragements to bribe our ns 

Would we to file and finiſh ſpare the Pains, 
And add but Juſtneſs to our manly Senſe. 

But, Sir, let nothing tempt you to bely 
Your Skill and Judgment by mean Flattery : 
Never pretend to like a Piece of Wit, 
But what you're certain is correctly writ : 


1 
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But ds has ſtood all Teſts, and; is allow? d, 


By all to be unqueſtionably good: | 
| Becauſe ſome wild enthuſiaſts thaw e be % 
(Who bar the Rules of Art in Poetry) 
Would have it Rapture all, and ſcarce admit 
A Man of ſober Senſe to be a Wit ; | 


Others, by this Conceit, have been miſled 
So much, that they're grown ſtatutably mad: 


The Sots affect to be retir'd alone, 
Court Solitude, and Converſation ſhun ; 
In dirty Cloaths and a wild Garb appear, 


And ſcarce are brought to cut their Nails and Hair, | 


And hope to purchaſe Credit and Eſteem, 


When they, like Cromawel/'s Porter *, frantic ſeem : 


Strange ! that the very Height of Lunacy, 


Beyond the Cure of Allen, &er ſhould be 
A Mark of the Ele& in Poetry. 
How much an Aſs am I, that us'd to bleed, 
And take a Purge, each Spring, to clear my Head ? 
None otherwiſe would be ſo good as I, 


At lofty Strains, and Rants of Poetry : 


But faith I am not yet ſo fond of Fame, 


To loſe my Reaſon for a Poet's Name. 


Tho' I myſelf am not diſpos'd to write, | 


In others I may ſerve to ſharpen Wit: 


A poor Fellow jo called, whodied in Belaw, 
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Acquaint them what a Poet's Duty is, 

And how he ſhall perform it with Succeſs: 
Whence the Materials for his Work are ſought, 
And how with ſkilful Art they muſt be wrought: : 
And ſhew what is, and is not, Decency, 

And where his Faults and Excellencies lie. 
Good Senſe muſt be the certain Standard ſtill, 
To all that will pretend to writing well: 

If you'll arrive at that, you needs muſt be 

Well vers'd and grounded in Philoſophy : 

Then chuſe a Subject which you throughly know, 
And Words, unſought' thereon, will eaſy flow. 
Whoe'er will write, muſt diligently mind 

The ſeveral Sorts and Ranks of human Kind: 
He that has learnt what to his Country's due, 
What we to Parents, Friends, and Kindred owe, 
What Charge a Stateſman or a Judge does bear, 
And what the Parts of a Commander are: 

Will ne'er be at a Loſs (he may be ſure) 

To give each Perſon their due Portraiture. 
Take human Life for your Original, 


Keep but your Draughts to that, you'll never fail. 


Sametimes in Plays, tho? elſe but badly writ, 
Wich nought of Force or Grace, of Art or Wit, 
Some one well. humour'd Character we meet, 
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[| That takes us more than all the empty Scenes, 
ll And jingling Toys of more elaborate Pens. 
| Greece had Command of Language, Wit, and Senſe, 


For qultivating which ſhe ſpar'd no Pains : 

Wl Glory her ſole Deſign, and all her Aim 

i | Was how to gain herſelf immortal Fame: f 
1 Our Engliſß Youth another Way are bred a 
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They're fitted for a Prentiſhip and Trade, | 
And Winyate's all the Author's which they've read. 
T he Boy has been a Year at Writing-Schoel. 
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. Has learnt Diviſion, and the Golden-rule ; 
Scholar enough l cries the old doating Fool, 


PII hold a Piece he'll prove an Alderman, ' 3 
And come to fit at Church with Furs and Chain. 5 
This is the top Deſign, the only Praiſe, 5 


And ſole Ambition of the booby Race: 

While this baſe Spirit in the Age does reign, 

And Men mind nought but Wealth and ſordid Gain, 
Can we expect or hope it ſhould bring forth. 

A Work in Poetry of any Worth, 

Fit for the learned Bogley * to admit, 

Among its ſacred Monuments of Wit; 
Mi A Poet ſhould inform us, or divert, 
4 | But joining both, he ſhews his chiefeſt Art: 


dir Thomas Bodley, Founder of the Livrary at Oxford. 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend to give, '. - 
Be ſure to lay them down both clear and brief: 
By that, they're eaſier far to apprehend; 
By this, more faithfully preferv'd in Mind 9 75 
All things ſaperfluous are apt to cloy 
The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Memory. 
Let whatſoe'er of Fiction you bring i wy | 
Be ſo like Truth, to ſeem at leaſt akin : 
Do not Improbabilities conceive, 
And hope to ram them into my Belief: 
Ne'er make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 
Riding inchanted Broomftick through the Air: 
Nor Cannibal a living Infant ſpew, | 
Which he had murder'd, and devour'd but now. 
The graver Sort diſlike all Poetry, “ 
Which does not (as they call it) edify: 
And youthful Sparks as much that Wit deſpiſe, 
Which is not ſtrew'd with pleaſant Gaieties: 
But he that has the Knack of mingling well 
What is of uſe, with what's agreeable, | 
That knows at once ho to inſtruct and pleaſe, 
Is juſtly crown'd by all Men's Suffrages, 
Theſe are the Works, which, valued every where, 
_ Enrich Paul's Church-Yard, and the Stationer : 
Theſe Admiration through all Nations claim, 
And Ie all Age ſpread their Author's Fame. 
| C 4 
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Yet there are Faults with which we ought to bear, 5 
An inſtrument may ſometimes chance to jar 
In the beſt Hand, in ſpite of all its Care : 


Nor have I known that ſkilful Markſman yet, 


So fortunate, who never miſt the White. 


But where I many Excellencies find, 


I'm not ſo nicely critical, to mind 

Each ſlight Miſtake an Author may produce, 
Which human Frailty juſtly may excuſe. 

Yet he, who having oft been taught to mend 
A Fault, will ſtill purſue it to the End, 


Is like that ſcraping Fool, who the ſame Note 


Is ever playing, and is ever out; 


And filly as that Bubble every whit, 


Who at the ſelf-ſame Plot is always hit. 
When ſuch a lewd incorrigible Sot 


Lights by mere Chance upon ſome happy Thought 3 4 
Among ſuch filthy Traſh, I vex to ſee t, 28 
And wonder how (the Devil!) he came by't. 


In Works of Bulk and Length we now and then, 


May grant an Author to be overſeen : 


Homer himſelf, how ſacred e'er he is, 


Yet claims not a Pretence to Faultleſſneſs, 


Poems with Pictures a Reſemblance bear; 
Some, beſt at Diſtance, ſhun a View too near: 
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Others are bolder, and ſtand off to Sight; 
Theſe love the Shade, thoſe chuſe the cleareſt Light, 
And dare the Survey of the ſkilful'ſt Eyes: 
Some once, and ſome ten thouſand Times will pleaſe. 

Sir. tho? yourſelf ſo much of Knowledge own J 
In theſe Affairs, that you can learn of none, 
Yet mind this certain Truth, which Flay down: 
Moſt Callings elſe do Difference allow, | 
Where ordinary Parts and Skill may do: 
Pve known Phyſicians, who Reſpect might claim, 
Though they ne'er rofe to Willis's great Fame: 
And there are Preachers, ho have great Renown, 
Yet ne'er come up to Sprat or Tillot/on : 
And Counſellors or Pleaders in the Hall, 
May have Efteem, and Practice, though they fall 
Far ſhort of ſmpoth-tongu'd Finch in Eloquence, 
Tho? they want Selden's Learning, Yaughan's Senſe 3 ; 
But Verſe alone does of no Mean admit, | 
Whoe'er will pleaſe, muſt pleaſe us to the Height: : 
= He muſt a Cowley or a Flecknoe®* be: 
For there's no ſecond Rate in Poetry: 

A dull infipid Writer none can bear, - | I 

In every Place he is the public Jeer, 5 
And Lumber of the Shops and Stationer. 


i. e. Shadwell. | 
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3 No man that underſtands to make a Feaſt, 
With a coarſe Deſert, will offend his Gueſt, 
Or bring ill Muſick in to grate the Ear, 
Becauſe 'tis what the ſplendid Ball might ſpare : 
* Fi5 the ſame Caſe with thoſe that deal in Wit, 
Whoſe main Defign and End ſhould be Delight: 
They muſt by this ſame Sentence ſtand or fall, 
Be highly excellent, or not at all. 
In all things elſe that's writ, ſave Poetry, 
Men ſhew ſome Signs of common Modeſty: 
You'll hardly find a Fencer ſo unwiſe. 
Who at Bear-Garden e er will fight a Prize, 
Not having learnt before : Nor at a Wake, 
One that wants Skill and Strength, the Girdle take, 
Or be ſo vain the pond'rous Weight to fling, 
For fear they ſhould be hiſs'd oat of the Ring. 
Vet every Coxcomb will pretend to Verſe, | 
And write, in ſpite of Natue and his Stars; 
All Sorts of Subjects challenge, at this Time, 
The Liberty and Property of Rhime. _ 
The Sort of Honour, fond of being great 
By ſomething elſe than Title and Eftate, 
As if a Parent gave him Claim to Senſe, 1 
Or *twere entail'd with an Inheritance, 
Believes a Caſt of Foot boys, and a Set 
Of Fland:ri-Mares, advance him to a Wit. 
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But you, who have the Judgment to deſcry 
Where you excel, which way your Talents lie, 
I'm ſure will never be induc'd to ſtrain 

Your Genius, or attempt againſt your Vein, 


vet (this let me adviſe) if e' er you write, 


Let none of your Compoſures fee the Light, 

Till they've been throughly weigh'd, and paſt the Teſt 
Of all thoſe Judges, who are thought the beſt: 

= While in your Deſk they're lock*d up from the Prefs, 
= You've Power to correct them as you pleaſe : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

W& Your Faults are chronicled, and paſt recal, 

= 0rpheus, the firſt of the inſpir'd Train, 

Zy Force of powerful Numbers did reftram 

| Mankind from Rage and bloody Cruelty, 

And taught the barbarous World Civility : 

Hence roſe the Fiction which the Poets fram'd, 

That Lions were by tuneful Magick tam'd, 

And Tygers charm'd by his harmonious Lays, 
Grew gentle, and laid by their Savageneſs : | 
Hence that which of Anpbion too they tell, 
The Pow'r of whoſe mirac'lous Lute could call 
The well-plac'd Stones into the Theban Wall, 

W Wondrous were the Effects of primitive Verſe, 
Which ſettled and reform'd the Univerſe : 
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And Bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, 
To guard weak Innocence from wrongful Might. 


And Hed after him, with uſeful Skill, 
Gave Leſſons to inſtruct the Ploughman's Toil. 


And Doctrines thence, as now, from Pulpits ſought; 
| Who oft vouchſafe ſo to be entertain'd, 


Then think it no Diſparagement, dear Sir, 
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This did all things to their due Ends reduce, 
To public, private, ſacred, civil Uſe; 
Marriage, for weighty Cauſes, was ordain'd, 
That bridled Luſt and lawleſs Love reftrain'd ; 
Cities with Walls and Ramparts were inclos'd, 
And Property with wholeſome Laws deſpos'd : 


Hence Poets have been held a ſacred Name, 

And plac'd with firſt Rates in the Liſts of Fame. 
Next theſe, great Homer to the World appear d 
Around the Globe his loud Alarms were heard, 
Which all the Brave to warlike Action fir'd: 


Verſe was the Language of the Gods of old, 
In which their ſacred Oracles were told: 
In Verſe were the firſt Rules of Virtue taught, 


By Verſe ſome have the Love of Princes gain'd, | 
And with a Muſe their weighty Cares unbend. 

To own yourſelf a Member of that Choir, 

Which Kings eſteem, and Heaven does inſpire. | 


Concerning Poets there has been Conteſt, 
Whether they're made by Art or Nature beſt : 
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But if I may preſume in this Affair, 

Amongſt the reſt, my Judgment to declare, 

No Art, without a Genius, will avail, 

And Parts, without the Help of Art, will fail : 

But both Ingredients jointly muſt unite 

To make the happy Character complete, 
None at New-Market ever won the Prize, 

But us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 

His Courſes, and his Diets long before, 

And Wine and Women for a Time forbore : 

Nor is there any Singing-man we know, 

Of good Repute in a Cathedral now, 

But was a Learner once (he'll freely own) 

And, by long Practice to that Skill has grown: 

But each conceited Dunce, without Pretence 

To the leaſt Grain of Learning, Parts, or Senſe, 

Or any thing but harden'd Impudence, 

Sets up for Poetry, and dares engage 

With all the topping Writers of the Age: 

« Why ſhould not he put in among the reſt ? 

* Damn him ! he ſcorns to come behind the beſt 

Declares himſelf a Wit, and vows to draw, 

* On the next Man, wheeer diſowns him ſo.“ 
Scriblers of Quality, who have Eſtate, 

To gain applauding Fools at any Rate, 


by 
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Practiſe as many Tricks as Shopkeepers, 
To force a Trade, and put off naughty Wares : 
Some hire the Houſe, their Follies to Mas 
And are at Charge to be ridiculous : 
Others, with Wine and Ordinaries treat 
A needy Rabble to cry up their Wit: 
"Tis ſtrange that ſuch ſhould the true Diff'rence find 
Betwixt a ſpunging Knave, and faithful Friend. 
Take heed how you e' er proſtitute your Senſe 
To ſuch a fawning Crew of Sycophants : 
All Signs of being pleas'd, the Rogues will feign ) 
Wonder, and bleſs themſelves at every Line, 4 
Swearing, *Tris ſoft, tis charming ! tis divine ! 
Here they'll look pale, as if ſurpriz'd, and there, 
In a Diſguiſe of Grief, ſqueeze out a Tear; 
Oft ſeem tranſported with a ſudden Joy, 
Stamp, and lift up their Hands in Extaſy : | 
But if by chance your Back once turn'd appear, 
You'll have 'em ſtrait put out their Tongues an Jeer, A 
Or point, or gibe you with a ſcornful Sneer. 
As they, who truly grieve at Funerals, ſhew 
Leſs outward Sorrow than hir'd Mourners do; 3 
So true Admirers leſs Concernment wear 
Before your Face, than the ſham Flatterer. 
They tell of Kings, who never would admit 
A Confidant, or boſom Favourite, 
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& Till fore of Wine had made his Secrets float, 

And by that Means they found his Temper out : 
Twere well if Poets knew ſome Way like this, 

= How to diſcern their Friends from Enemies. 

Had you conſulted learned Ben of old, 

He would your Faults impartially have told : | 

bis Verſe Correction wants (he would have ſaid) 


And. /o does this: If you reply'd, you had 
To little Purpoſe ſeveral Trials made; 
He preſently would bid you ſtrike a Daſh 

& On all, and put a better in the Place : 

hut if he found you once a ſtubborn Sot, 

That would not be corrected in a Fault; 
He would no more his Pains and Counſel ſpend 
On an abandon'd Fool, that ſcorn'd to mend: 
But bid you, in the Devil's Name, go on, 
And hug your dear Impertinence alone. 

A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
To give his Senſe and Judgment, whereſot'er j 
He ſees a Fault: Here, Sir, good faith, you're low, |; 

„Aud muſt fome Height ning on the Place beſtow : i 
&® There, if yon mind, the Rhime is harſh and rough, 
And ſhould be ſoftened, to go ſmoothlier off : 

% Your Strokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 
Fur Colours there too thick laid on appear: 
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% Your Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 
«9; his Word improper, and that Senſe obſcure.” 

In fine, you'll find him a ſtrict Cenſurer, 

That will not your leaſt Negligences ſpare, 

Thro' a vain Fear of diſobliging you: 

They are but ſlight and trivial things tis true; 

Yet theſe ſame Trifles (take a Poet's Word) 

Matter of high Importance will afford, 
| Whene'er by means of them you come to be 

Expos'd to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 

Not thoſe, with Lord have mercy, on their Doors *, 

Venom of Adders, or infected Whores, 

Are dreaded worſe by Men of Senſe and Wit, 

Than a mad Scribler in his raving Fit: 

Like Dog, whoſe Tail is peg'd into a Bone, 
The hooting Rabble all about the Town 
Purſue the Cur, and pelt him up and down. 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs'd along, 
Intent on's rhiming Work, amidſt the Throng, 

Into Flet-Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, 


And till he rent his Throat for Succour bawl, 
No one would lend an helping Hand at Call: 

For who (the Plague l) would gueſs at his Deſign, 
Whether 8 did not for the nonce drop in? 


* Perſons viſited with he Blhgve, 
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Id tell you, Sir, but queſtionleſs oy 've uns. 

Of the odd End of a Sicilian Bard“; 

Fond to be deem'd a God, this Fool, it E 

In his mad Fit leap'd into tua's Flames. 

Troth, I could be content an Act might paſs, 

Such Poets ſhould have Leave, whene'er they pleaſe, 5 : 
Todie, and rid us of our Grievances, | 

O' God's Name let em hang, or drown, or chuſe | 
What other Way they will, themſelves diſpoſe, 
Why ſhould we Life againſt their Wills impoſe ? 
Might that ſame Fool I mentioned now revive, 

He would not be reclaim'd I dare believe, 

But ſoon be playing his old Freaks again, 

And ſtill the fame capricious Hopes retain. 

*Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledge, 

Whether for Parricide or Sacrilege, 

Or ſome more ſtrange, unknown, and horrid Crime, 
Done in their own or their Foref:ther's Time, 

_ "Theſe ſcribling Wretches have been damn'd to rhime: 

But certain tis, for ſuch a crack-brain'd Race, 
Bedlam, or Hog /don, is the fitteſt Place: 

Without their Keeper, you had better chuſe 

To meet the Lions of the Toxver broke looſe, 


* Empedacles. | 
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Than theſe wild ſavage Rhimers in the Street, 
Who with their Verſes worry all they meet: 

In vain you would releaſe yourſelf; ſo cloſe _ 
The Leeches cleave, that there's no getting looſe. 
Remorſeleſs they, to no Entreaties yield, 

Till you are with inhuman Nonſenſe kill'd. 
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BOOK I. SATIRE IX, 


Written in June, 168 1. 


1822 Forte via Jacra, &. 


As I was was walking in the Mall, of late, 
Alone, and muſing on I know not what, 
Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly 1 
Knew dy his Name, and rudely ſeizes me: 
Dear Sir, Im mighty glad to meet with you: | 
And pray, how have you done this Age or two ? { 
Mell, { thank God (ſaid I) as Times are now : 
« T aviſh the ſame to you.” And ſo paſs'd on, 
Hoping, with this, the Coxcomb would be gone. 
But when I ſaw I could not thus get free, 
I aſd, What Buſineſs elſe he had with me ? 
Sir, anſwer'd he, if Learning, Parts, or Senſe 
Merits your Friendſhip, I have juſt Pretence 3 

2 3 
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« Honour you (ſaid I) upon that Score, 
«© Ard jhall.be glad to ſerve you to my Power.” 
Meantime, while to get looſe I try all Ways 
To ſhake him off; Sometimes | walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtill : I frown, I chafe, I fret, 
Shrug, turn my Back, as in the Bagnio ſweat : 
And ſhew all kind of Signs to make him gueſs 
At my Impatience and Uneaſineſs. | 
Happy the Folk in Newgate (whiſper'd I) 
« Who, tho in Chains, are from this Torment free e 
« WWou'd I were like rough Manly in the Play *, 
« To fend Impertinents with Kicks away! © 

He all the while baits me with tedious Chat, 3 
Speaks much about the Drought, and how the Rate 
Of Hay is rais'd, and what it now goes at : | 
Tells me of a new Comet at the Hague, 
Portending God knows what, a Dearth or Plague, 
Names every Wench that paſſes through the Park, 
What her Allowance is, and who the Spark 
That keeps her: Points who lately got a Clap, 
And who at the Groo--porters had Ill. hap 
Three Nights ago, in Play with ſuch a Lord: 
When he obſerv'd I minded not a Word, | 
And did no Anſwer to his Traſh afford ; 


+ The Plain Dealer. A Comedy by Mr. Wycherley. 
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Sir, I perceive you ſtand on T horns, ſaid he, 

And fain would part; but faith it muſt not bee 

Come, let us take a Bottle. I cry'd, . No; 3 y 

« Sir, I am in a Courſe, and dare not now,” { 

Then tell me whither you defire to go, 

PII wait upon you. Oh! Sir, tis too 3 2 

I wiftt croſs the Water, therefore / 

« Your needleſs Trouble, Trouble! ed tis none: 

Tis more by half to leave you here alone. 

J have no preſent Buſineſs to attend, | 

At leaſt, which I'll not quit for ſuch a Friend: 

Tell me not of the Diſtance, fer I vow _ 

III cut the Line, double the Cape for you, 

Good faith I will not leave you : Make no Words : 

Go you to Lambeth ? 1s it to my Lord's ? 

His Steward I moſt intimately know, 

Hawe often drunk with his Comptroller too. 

By this 1 found my Wheedle would not paſs, 

But rather ſerv'd my Suff rings to increaſe: 

And ſeeing twas in vain to vex or fret, 

J patiently ſubmitted to my Fate. 

Strait he begins again: Sir, I you knew 

My Worth but half Jo throughly as I do; 

Pm ſure you would net value any Friend 

Yau have like me ; But that I wont commend 
| | | D 3 
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My/elf, and my own Talents; I might tell 
How many Ways to wonder I excel. 
None has a greater Gift in Poetry, 
Or aurites more Verſes with more Eaſe than J. 
Pm grown the Envy of the Men of Wit, 
1 kilPd ev'n Rocheſter with Grief and Spite : 
Next, for the dancing Part, I all ſurpaſs, 
St. Andrew never mom d with ſuch a Grace: 
And tis well known, whenter I fing, or ſet, 
Humphreys, or Blow, could ever match me yet. 
Here I got room to interrupt: Have you 
« J Mother, Sir, or Kindred living now ?” 
Not one : They are all dead. Troth fo I gueſt : 
«© The happier they (ſaid I) who are at reft : 
«© Poor I am only left unmurder'd yet : 
Haſte, I beſeech you, and diſpatch me quite > 
For I am well convinc'd my Time is come 
«© When I was young, a Gypſy told my Dov?! 
This Lad, ſaid ſhe, and look'd upon my ith 
Shall not by Sword or Poiſon come to's End, 
Nor by the Fever, Dropſy, Gout, or Stone, 
But he ſhall die by an eternal Tongue : 
Therefore, when he's grown up, if he be ale 
Let him avoid great Talters I adviſe. 
By this Time we were got to Weſtminſter, 
Where he, by chance, a Trial had to hear, 
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And, if he were not there, his Cauſe muſt fail: 
Sir, if you love me, ſtep into the Hall 

For one half Hour. The Devil take me now, | 
« Said I, Y I know any thing of Lan r | { 
« Beſides, I told you whither I'm to go.” 

Hereat he made a Stand, pull'd down his Hat 
Over his Eyes, and mus'd in deep Debate: = 
I'm in a Straight, ſays he, <uhat I ſhall do, ED 4 
IWhether for/ake my Bufin eſe, Sir, or you | | { 
% Me, by all Means,” ſay I. No, ſays my Sot, 0 
I fear youll take it ill, if I Should do't + ; | 
Jm ſure yeu will. ** Not I, by all that's good, a 

But Poe more Breeaing than to be Jo rude. 

Pray don't neglect your own Concerns for me * { 


* Your Cauſe, good dir! My Cauſe be damn'd, ſays he, 

I value t laſs than your dear Company. 

With this he came up to me, and would lead 

The Way; I ſneaking after, hung my Head. 
Next, he begins to plague me with the Plot, 

Aſks, Whether 1 was known to Oates , or not ? 1 


* Titus Oates, in PRO 1678, accuſes ſeveral Noble- 
men, &c. as being concerned in a Conſpiracy againit the 
King's Life, —afterwards called the Popiſh Plot ;—and in 
1685 he was indicted for Perjorys and ſentenced and 2 6 
accordingly. | 
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& Not I, thank Heaven! I no Priefs have been; 
„Hawe never Doway, nor St. Omers ſeen.“ 


Mill he die, think you ? Jes, moſt certainly,” 


What think you, Sir, will they the Joyner * try! 
I mean, be hang d. Wou'd thou wert ſo,” wiſh'd I. 


Religion came in next; tho' he'ad no more, 
Than th' noble Peer, his Whore, or Confeſſor, : 
Oh, the ſad Times, if once the King ſhould die ! ; 


Sir, are you not afraid of Popery ? 


«© No more than my Superiors : Why ſhould I? 
Come Popery, come any thing, thought I, 
« So Heaw'n would bleſs me to get rid of thee : 
«© But 'tis ſome Comfort that my Hell is here; 
„I need no Puniſhment hereafter fear.” 
Scarce had I thought, but he falls on anew; 


How ſtands it, Sir, betwwixt his Grace and you ? 


« Sir, be's a Man of Senſe, above the Crowd, © 
*© And ſhuns the Conver/e of a Multitude.” 
Ay, Sir, ſays he, you're happy who are near 


His Grace, and have the Favour of his Ear : 


But let me tell you, if you'll recommend 
This perſon here, your Point will ſoon be gain d. 
Gad, Sir, I'll die, if my own fingle Wit | 


Don't fob his Minions, and diſplace em quite; 


And make yourſelf his only Favourite. 


* Stephen College, alias the Proteſtant Joiner. 
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* No, you are out abundantly, ſaid I, 

« Ve live not as you think : No Family, 

«. Throughout the whole three Kingdoms is more free 

% From thoſe ill C uſtoms which are us'd to ſwarm 

In great Mens Houſes ; none &er does me harm, 

« Becauſe more learn'd, or more rich than I; 

« But each Man keeps his Place, and his Degree.” 

Tig mighty ſtrange, ſays he, what you relate, 

Hut nothing truer, take my Ward for that. 

You make me long to be admitted too 

Amongſt his Creatures : Sir, I beg that you 

Will and my Friend: Your Intereſt is ſuch, 

You may prevail, Pm ſure you can do much; 

He's one that may be won upon, I've heard, 

Tho at the firſt Approach Acceſs be hard. 

PII fpare no Trouble of my own, or Friends, 

No Coft in Fees and Bribes to gain my Ends 

PII ſeek all Opportunities to meet 

With him, accoſt him in the very Street : 

Hang on his Coach, and wait upon him home, 

Fawn, ſcrape, and cringe to him, nay, to his Groom. bl 

Faith, Sir, this muſt be done, if we'll be great; i 

Preferment comes not at a cheaper Rate. 1 $4 
While at this ſavage Rate he worried me, i 

By chance a Doctor, my dear Friend, came by, [1 
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1 That knew the Fellow's Humour paſſing well: 
i Glad of the Sight, I join him; we ſtand till : 
| hence came you, Sir! and whither go you now ? 
1 And ſuch like Queſtions paſt betwixt us two : 
| Strait I begin to pull him by the Sleeve, 
Nod, wink upon him, touch my Noſe, and give 
A thovſand Hints, to let him know that I 
Needed his Help for my Delivery: 
He, naughty Wag, with an arch, fleering Smile, 
| Seems ignorant of what I mean the while; 
1 I grow ſtark wild with Rage. Sir, ſaid not you, 
% Yeuu'd ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not long ago, 
* With me in private? 1 remember't well.”? 
Some other Time be ſure, J will not fail : 
New I am in great Haſte, upon my Word: 
A Meſſenger came for me from a Lord, 
That's in a bad Condition, like to die, 
„ Oh! Sir, he can't be in a worſe than J. 
«© Therefore, for God's, ſake, do not ſtir from hence. 
Sabeet Sir] your Pardon, tis of Conſequence : 
T hope you're kinder than to preſs my Stay, 
Which may be, Heaven knows what, out of my Way. | 
This ſaid, he left me to my Muderer:  » 
Seeing no Hopes of my Relief appear: | 
* Confounded be the Stars (ſaid I) that fevay'd 
* This fatal Day, would I had kept my Bed 


OF HORACE. 
« With Sickneſs, rather than be wiſited 
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* With this worſe Plague ! what Ill have I der done, 
* To pull this Curſe, this heavy Fudgment down ?”? 


While I was thus lamenting my ill Hap, 
Comes Aaid at length: A Brace of Bailiffs clap 
The Raſcal on the Back : Here, take your Fees, 
„Kind Gentlemen (ſaid I) for my Releaſe.” 
He would have had me Bail. Excu/e me, Sir, 
& Poe made a Vow ne er to be Surety more : 
« My Father was undone by't heretofore.” 
Thus I got off, and bleſs'd the Fates that he 
Was Pris'ner made, I ſet at Liberty. 
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BOOK 1. ODE XXXI, 


Quid dedicatum poſeit Apollinem 
ates 8 Cc. — 


What does the Poet's me deſt Wiſh require ? 
What Boon does he of gracious Heav'n deſire? 
Not the large Crops of Eſham's goodly Soil, 
Which tire the Mower's and the Reaper's Toil; 


Not the ſoft Flocks on hilly Cogſevold fed, 


Nor Lempfter Fields, with living Fleeces clad : 
He does not aſk the Grounds, where gentle Thames, 
Or ſwifter Severn, ſpread their fat'ning Streams. 
Where they with wanton Windings play, 
And eat their widen'd Banks Inſenſibly away: 
He does not aſk the Wealth of Lombard-Street, 
Which Conſciences and Souls are pawn'd to get: 
Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold, 
Which Guinea and Peru in their rich Boſoms hold. 
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Let thoſe that live in the Canary Iles, 

On which indulgent Nature ever ſmiles, 
Take pleaſure in their plenteous Vintages, 
And from the juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs: 

Let wealthy Merchants, when they dine, 

Run o'er their coſtly Names of Wine, 
Their Cheſts of Florence, and their Mont-Alchine, 
Their Nants, Champaigns, Chablees, Frontiniacks tell, 

Their Aums of Hock, of Bachrach, and Mo/el : 

He envies not their Luxury, 

Which they with ſo much Pains and Danger buy : 


For which ſo many Storms and Wrecks they bear, 


| For which they paſs the Streighis fo oft each Year, 
And ſcape ſo narrowly the Bondage of Algier. 


He wants no Cyprus Birds, nor Ortolaus, 

Nor Dainties fetch'd from far, to pleaſe his Senſe, 
Cheap wholeſome Herbs content his frugal Board, 

The Food of unfall'n Innocence, 

Which the mean'ſt Village- Garden does afford: 

Grant him, kind Heav'n the Sum of his Deſires, 
What Nature, not what Luxury requires: 
He only does a Competency claim, 
And when he has it, Wit to uſe the ſame: 


Grant him ſound Health, impair'd 19 no Diſeaſe, 


Nor by his own Exceſs ; 
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Let him in Strength of Mind and Body live, 

But not his Reaſon or his Senſe ſurvive: 

His Age (if Age he &er mult live to ſee) 

Let it from Want, Contempt, and Care be free, 
But not from Mirth, and the Delights of Poetry: 

Grant him but this, he's amply ſatisfy'd, 

And ſcorns whatever Fate can give beſide. 
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2 heu e Poſtbume, Noll 


Labuntur *. &c. 


A laſs! dear Friend, alas! Time haſtes away, 

Nor is it in our Pow'r to bribe its Stay: 

The rolling Years with conſtant Motion run; 

| Lo! while I ſpeak, the preſent Minute's gone, 

= And following Hours ſtill urge the foregoing on, 

| *Tis not thy Wealth, tis not thy Power 

'Tis not thy Piety can thee ſecure : 

: They're all too feeble to withſtand | 

Grey Hairs, approaching Age, and thy avoidlers End. 
When once thy Glaſs is run, 
When once. thy utmoſt Thread is 3 

*Twill then be fruitleſs to expect Reprieve: 

Couldſt thou ten thouſand Kingdoms give, 

In purchaſe for each Hour of longer Life, 
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They would not buy one Gaſp of Breath, 
Not! move one Jot inexorable Death. | 


All the vaſt Stock of human Progeny, 
Which now, like Swarms of Inſects, crawl, 
Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 
And in its Bowels buried lje. 
The mightieſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, 
In ſpite of all his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto Fate. 
The buſy, reſtleſs Monarch of the World, which now 
Keeps ſuch a pother, and ſo much ado, 
To fill Gazettes alive, | 
And after, in fome lying Animal to ſurvive ; 
Ev'n he, ev'n that great mortal Man muſt die, 
And ſtink, and rot, as well as thou and I, 
As well as the poor tatter'd Wretch, that begs his Bread, 
And is with 55 out of the common * fed. 


In vain from Dangers of the bloody Field we keep, 
In vain do we eſcape 
The ſultry Line, and ſtormy Cape, 

And all the Treacheries of the faithleſs Deep: 
In vain for Health to foreign Countries we repair, 
And change our Eugliſe for Montpelier Air, 

In hope to leave our Fears of dying there; 
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In vain with coſtly far-fetch'd Drugs we ftrive 
To keep the waſting vital Lamp alive: 
In vain on Doctor's feeble Art rely: 
Againſt reſiſtleſs Death there is no Remedy. 
Both we and they, for all their Skill, muſt die, 
And fill alike rhe Bead- Rolls of Mortality. 


Thou muſt, thou muſt refign to Fate, my Friend, 


And leave thy Houſe, thy Wife, and Family behind: 


Thou muſt thy fair and goodly Manors leave, 
Of theſe thy Trees thou ſhalt not with thee take, 
Save juſt as much as will thy Coffin make: 
Nor wilt thou be allowed, of all thy Land, to have 
But the ſmall Pittance of a fix-foot Grave. 
Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 
Laviſh the Wealth, which thou for many a Year, 
Haſt hoarded up with ſo much Pains and Care: 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cellars of their Stores, 
Kept ſacred now as Vaults of buried Anceſtors : | 
Shall ſet th' enlarged Butts at liberty, 
Which there clofe' Pris'ners under Durance lie, 
And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine, 
Than that of conſecrated Prelates when they dine. 
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Hau, God of Verſe! pardon that thus I take in vain 
Thuy ſacred everlaſting Name, | 
And in unhallowed Lines blaſpheme : 

Pardon, that with ſtrange Fire thy Altars I profane. 


Hail thou! to whom we mortal Bards our Faith 


ſubmit, 


Whom we acknowledge our ſole Text, and holy Writ: 


None other Judge infallible we own, 
But thee, who art the Canon of authentic Wit alone. 
Thou art the unexhauſted Ocean, whence 
Sprung firſt, and ſtill do flow, th'eternal Rills of Senſe: 
Jo none but thee our Art divine we owe, | 
From whom it had its Riſe, and full Perfection too. 
Thou art the mighty Bank, that ever doſt ſupply, 
Throughout the World the whole poetic Company: 
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With thy vaſt Stock alone they traffic for a Name, 
And ſend their glorious Ventures out to all the Coaſts 
of Fame. 


How trulier blind was dull Antiquity, 
Who faſten'd that unjuſt Reproach on thee ? 
Who can the ſenſelels Tale believe; 
Who can to the falſe Legend Credit give? 

Or think thou wanted'ſt Sight, by whom all others ſee ? 
What Land, or Region, how remote ſoe'er, | 
Does not ſo well deſerib'd in thy great Draughts 

be Rep 
That each thy native Country ſeems to be, 
And each to've been ſurvey'd, and meaſur'd out by 
thee ? 
Whatever Farth does in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
Or on her fruitful Surface wear; 
Whate'er the ſpacious Fields of Air contain, 
Or far extended Territories of the Main ; 
Is by thy ſkilful Pencil fo exactly ſhown, 
Welſcarce diſcern where thou or Nature beſt has drawn; 5 
Nor is thy qaick, all-piercing Eye, 
Or check'd, or bounded here: 
But farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſery, 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun and Year. 
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Beyond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſtry, 
Where the vaſt Purlieus of the Sky, 
And boundleſs Waſte of Nature lies, 
Thy Voyages thou mak'ſt, and bold Diſcoveries, 
What there the Gods in Parliament debate, 
What Votes or Acts i'th* heav'nly Houſes paſs, 
By thee ſo well commanicated was ; 
As if thou'dſt been of that Cabal of State, 
As if thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counſellor of 
Fate. 


What Chief who does thy Warrior 8 great Exploits 

an, 

Will not aſpire to Deeds as great as 4 

What generous Readers would he not inſpire, 
With the ſame gallant Heat, the ſame ambitious Fire? 
Methinks from Ida's Top, with noble Joy, I view 
The warlike Squadrons, by his daring Conduct led; 
I ſee th*immortal Hoſt, engaging on his Side, 

And him the bluſhing Gods outdo, 

| Where'er he does, his dreadful Standards bear, 
Horror ftalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the Rear. 

Whole Swarms of Enemies his Sword does mow, 
And Limbs of mangled Chiefs his Paſſage ftrow : 
And Floods of reeking Gore the Field o'erflow ; 
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While Heav'n's dread Monarch from his Throne of 
State, l 
With high Concern upon the Fight looks down, 
And wrinkles his majeſtic Brow into a Frown, 


To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-age grew, 
Nor yet, by Charter of his Years, ſet free 
From Guardians, and their laviſh Tyranny, 
No Tutor but the Budge-Philoſophers he knew : 
And well enough the grave and uſeful Tools 
Might ſerve to read him Lectures, and to pleaſe 
With unintelligible Jargons of the Schools, 
And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 
They might the Art of n and of nn 
teach, | 
And ſome inſipid Homilies of Virtue preach : 
But when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 
Their muſty Diſcipline, when manlier Thoughts 
poſſeſs'd 
His generous princely Breaſt, 
Now ripe for Empire and a Crown, 


And fill'd with Luſt of Honour and Renown; 


He then learnt to contemn 


The deſpicable Things, the Men of Phlegm : : 
a 
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Strait he to the dull Pedants gave Releaſe, , 


And a more noble Maſter ſtrait took place: 
Thou, who the Grecian Warrior ſo could'ſt praiſe, 
As might in him juſt Envy raiſe, 
Who (one would think) had been himſelf too high 
To envy any thing of all Mortality, 
'was thou that taught'ſt him Leſſons lofiier far, 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 
And wond'rous was the Progreſs which he made, 
While he the Acts of thy great Pattern read: 
The world too narrow for his boundleſs Conqueſts 
grew, | 
He conquer'd one, and wiſh'd, and wept for new : 
From thence he did thoſe Miracles produce, 
And fought, and vanquiſh'd by the Conduct of a 
Muſe. 


No wonder rival Nations quarrel'd for thy Birth, 
A Prize of greater and of higher Worth, 
Than that for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And Troy, with ten Years War, and its Deſtruction, 


bought. 
Well did they think it noble to have bore that Name, 


Which the whole World would with Ambition claim; 


Well did thy Temples raiſe 
To thee, at whom Nature herſelf ſtood in Amaze, 
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A Work ſhe never tried to mend, nor cou'd : 
In which miſtaking Man, by chance, ſhe form'd a 
VW pre 
How gladly would our willing Ie reſign 
Her fab'lous Arthur, and her boaſted Conſtantine, 
And half her Worthies of the Norman Line, 
And quit the Honour of t — to be inſur'd to 
thine ? 
How juſtly might it the wiſe Choice approve, 
Prouder in this, than Crete to have brought forth al- 
mighty Jove? 


Unhappy we, thy Britiſb Offspring here, ä 
Who ſtrive, by thy great Model, Monuments to rear: 
In vain for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
Who're pent in the ſtraight Limits of a narrow 1/ : 
In vain our Force and Art we ſpend, 
With noble Labours, to enrich our Land, 
Which none beyond our Shores vouchſafe to under- 
5 ſtand : ; | 
Be the fair Structure ne'er ſo well defin'd, 
The Parts with ne'er ſo much Proportion join'd ; | 
Yet foreign Bards (ſuch is their Pride or Prejudice) 
All — choice Workmanſhip, for the materials ſake, 
3 . 
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But happier thou, the Genius did diſpenſe 
In Language univerſal as thy Senſe : 
All the rich Bullion, which thy ann Stamp 
does wear 


On every Coaſt, of Wit, does equal Value bear, 


Allow'd by all, and current every where. 

No Nation yet has been ſo barb'rous found, 

Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not renown'd. 

Throughout the World, thou art with Wonder read, 

Wherever Learning does its commerce ſpread, 

Wherever Fame with all her Tongues can ſpeak, 
Wherever the bright God of Wit Goes his vaſt Jour. 

nies take. 


Happy above Mankind that envy'd Name, 
Which Fate ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme; 
What greater Gift could bounteous Heaven beſtow 

On its chief Favourite below? 
What nobler Trophy could his high Deſerts befit,' 


Than theſe thy vaſt erected Pyramids of Wit? 


Not Statues caſt in ſolid Braſs, 


Nor thoſe which Art in breathing Marble does ex- 


preſs, 
Can boaſt an equal Life, or Laſtingneſs, 
With their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 
A Niche in thy majeſtic Monuments of Fame. 
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Here their embalm'd, incorruptible Memories 
Can proudeſt Louwres and £/curials deſpiſe, 
And all the needleſs Helps of Egypr's coitly Vanities. 
No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruin of the Spheres, 
Not all the waſhing Tides of rolling Years, 
Nor the whole Race of batt'ring Time ſhall e'er wear out 
The great Inſcriptions which thy Hand has wrought, 
| Here thou and they ſhall live, and bear an endleſs Date, 
Firm as inroll'd in the eternal Regiſter of Fate: 
For ever curſt be that mad Emperor, 
(And curſt enough he is, be ſure) 
May future Poets on his hated Name 
Shed all their Gall and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded with eternal Shame, 
Who thought thy Works could mortal be, 
And ſought the glorious Fabric to deſtroy: 
In this (could Fate permit it to be done) 
_ His damned Succeſſor he had outgone, 
Who Rome and all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, 
And the great Ruins with a ſavage Joy ſurvey'd : 
He burnt but what might be rebuilt, and richer 
made. | : 
But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 
*Thad rais'd what Age, nor Art could e'er repair. 
Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, | 
Which, at the final Doom, 
This beauteous Work of Nature muſt conſume, 
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And Heav'n, and all its Glories, in one Urn intomb, 
Will burn a nobler or more laſting Frame : 


As firm and ſtrong as that it ſhall endure 
Thro' all the Injuries of Time ſecure, 


Nor die till the whole World its Funeral Pile become, 


%%% [. 


In Imitation of the Greek of Moſchus, bewailing the 
Death of the Earl of RocuesTER. Anno 1680. 


Mourn all ye Groves, in darker Shades be ſeen: | 
Let Groans be heard, where gentle Winds have been: 
Ye Albion Rivers, weep your Fountains dry, | 
And all ye Plants, your Moiſture ſpend, and die: 
Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 
Lament until you be transform'd again: 
Let every Roſe pale as the Lily be, 
And Winter Froſt ſeize the Anemone : 
But thou, O Hyacinth, more vigorous grow, | 
In mournful Letters thy ſad Glory ſhow, 
Enlarge thy Grief, and flouriſh in thy Woe: 
For Bion, the beloved Bion's dead, | 
His Voice is gone, his tuneful Breath is fled. 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe 
With never. fading Garlands, never-dying Ver ſe. 
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Mourn, ye ſweet Nightingales, in thickeſt Woods, 
Tell the ſad News to all the Britiſb Floods; 

See it to 1/5, and to Cam convey'd, 

To Thames, to Humber, and to utmoſt Rs 


it And bid them waft their bitter Tidings on, 

i How Bion's dead, how the lov'd Swain is gone, 
4 And with him all the Art of graceful Song. | 
[| Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd*s Hearſe, 


. With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

Ye gentle Swans, that haunt the Brooks and Springs, 
Pine with ſad Grief, and droop your ſickly Wings: 

0 In doleful Notes the heavy loſs bewail, [ 


Such as you fing at your own Funeral, 

Such as you ſing when your lov'd Orpheus fell. 
Tell it to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains; 
Tell it to all the Britiſb Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too the diſmal Tidings ſpread, 

Of Bion's Fate, of England's Orpheus dead. c 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherds Hearſey 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tuneful Pipe the wond'ring Plain: 
Ceas'd are thoſe Lays, ceas'd are thoſe ſprightly Airs 
That woo'd our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 

For which the li ning Streams forgot to run, 

And Trees lean'd their attentive Branches down: 
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While the glad Hills loth the ſweet Sounds to loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes every heav'nly Cloſe. 
Down to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 
And there to Lethe's Banks reports his Moan : 
Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now 
But penſive Herds that for their Maſter lowe : 
Straggling and comfortleſs about they rove, 
Unmindful of their Paſture, and their Love. 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 
For thee, dear Swain, for thee, his much lov'd Son, 
Does Phebus Clouds of mourning Black put on: 
For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtic Faun: 
Sigh and lament thro? all the Woods and Lawns : 
For thee the Fairies grieve, and ceaſe to dance 
In ſportful Rings, by Night, upon the Plains: 
The Water-Nymphs alike thy Abſence mourn, 
And all their Springs to Tears and Sorrow turn : 
Sad Echo too does in deep Silence moan, | 
Since thou art mute, ſince thou art ſpeechleſs grown: 
She finds nought worth her Pains to imitate, 
Now thy ſweet Breath's ſtopt by untimely Fate: 
Trees drop their Leaves to dreſs thy Funeral, 
And all their Fruit before its Autumn fall : 
Each Flower fades, and hangs its wither'd Head, 
And ſcorns to thrive or live, now thou art dead: 
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Their bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 

The painful Bees negle@ their wonted Toil: 

Alas! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore, 

With the rich Spoils of every plunder'd Flower 

When Thou, that waſt all Sweetneſs, art no more? 9 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

Ne'er did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore, 

In ſuch loud Plaints utter their Grief before : 

Never, in ſuch ſad Notes, did Ph:ilomel 

To the relenting Rocks her Sorrow tell: 

Ne'er on the Beech did poor Alcyone 


So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw : 
Nor that dead Lover to a Sea-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waves where he was drown'd ſo mourn'd ; 
Nor did the Bird of Memnon with ſuch Grief, 
Bedew thoſe Aſhes which late gave him life: 


As they did now with vying Grief bewail, 
As they did all lament dear Bion's Fall: 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 

With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
In every Wood, on every Tree and Buſh, 
The Lark, the Linnet, Nightingale and Thruſh, 
And all the feather'd Choir, that us'd to throng, 
In liſt'ning Flocks, to learn his well-tun'd Song; 
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Now each in the ſad Conſort bear a Part, 

And with kind Notes repay their Teacher's Art : 

Ye Turtles too, I charge you here aſliſt, 

Let not your Murmurs in the Crowd be miſt : 

To the dear Swain do not ungrateful prove, 

That taught you how to ſing, and how to love. 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-aying Verſe. 

Whom haſt thou left behind thee, ſkilful Swain, 

That dares aſpire to reach thy matchleſs Strain ? ' 

Who is there, after thee, that dares pretend, 

Raſhly to take thy warbling Pipe in Hand ? 

Thy Notes remain yet freſh in every Ear, 

And give us all Delight, and all Deſpair : 


Pleas'd Echo ſtill does on them meditate, 


And to the whiſtling Reeds their Sounds repeat, 

Pan only e'er can equal thee in Song, TN 

That Taſk does only to great Pan belong: 

But Pan himſelf, perhaps, will fear to try, 

Will fear, perhaps, to be outdone by thee, 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying V. . 

Fair Galatea too laments thy Death, 

Laments the ceaſing of thy tuneful Breath: 

Oft ſhe, kind Nymph, reſorted heretofore, 

To hear thy artful Meaſures from the Shore: 
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Not harſh, like the rude Cyclops, were thy Lays, 
Whoſe grating Sounds did her ſoft Ears diſpleaſe: 
Such was the Force of thy inchanting Tongue, 
That ſhe for ever could have heard thy Song, 
And chid the Hours that did fo ſwiftly run, 
And thought the Sun too haſty to go down, 
Now does the lovely Nereid, for thy Sake, 
The Sea, and all her Fellow-Nymphs ſorſake : 
Penſive upon the Beach ſhe fits alone, 
And kindly tends the F locks from which thou rt 
gone. 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Perſe. 
With thee, ſweet Bion, all the Grace of Song, 
And all the Mu/es boaſted Art is gone: 
Mute is'thy Voice, which could all Hearts command, 
Whoſe Pow'r no Shepherdeſs could e'er withſtand : 
All the ſoft weeping Loves above thee moan, 
At once their Mother's Darling, and their own : 
Dearer waſt thou to Venus than her Lowes, 
'Than her charm'd Girdle, than her faithful Doves, 
Than the laſt gaſping Kiſſes, which, in Death, 
Adonis gave, and with them gave his Breath. 
This, Thames, ah! this is now the ſecond Loſs, 
For which in Tears thy weeping Current flows: 
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Spenſer, the Muſes Glory, went before, 
He paſs'd long ſince to the Elyſian Shore: 


For him (they ſay) for him thy dear beloved Son, 


Thy Waves did long in ſobbing Murmurs groan, 
Long fill'd the Sea with their Complaint and Moan 
But now, alas! thou doſt afreſh bewail, 

Another Son does now thy Sorrow call: 

To part with either, thou alike waſt loth, 

Both dear to thee, dear to the Fountains both : 
He largely drank the Rills of ſacred Cam, 

And this no leſs of 74s nobler Stream: 

He ſung of Heroes, and of hardy Kind 
Far fam'd in Battles, and renown'd Exploits: 
This meddled not with bloody Fights and Wars, 
Pan was his Song, and Shepherds harmleſs Jars, 
Love's peaceful Combats, and its gentle Cares. 
Love ever was the Subject of his Lays, 

And his ſoft Lays did Venus ever pleaſe. 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the $ hepherd”s Hearſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Venſe. 
Thou, ſacred Bion, art lamented more 

Than all our tuneful Bards that dy'd before: 

Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the Uſe of Verſe, 

No longer has the Tribute of our Tears : 

Milton, whoſe Muſe with ſuch a daring Flight 

Led out the warring Seraphim to F ight : | 
Vor. II. 1 F 
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Bleſt Conley too, who on the Banks of Cam, 
So ſweetly ſigh'd his Wrongs, and told his Flame: 
And he“, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill ſo high, 
As made its Glory with Parnaſſus vie; 
And ſoft Orinda +, whoſe bright ſhining Name, 
Stands next great Suppho's in the Ranks of Fame: 
All now unwept and unlametited paſs, 
And, in our Grief, no longer ſhare a Place: 
Bion alone does all our Tears ingroſs, 
Our Tears are all too few for Bion's Loſs. : 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. | 
Thee, all the Herdſmen mourn, in gentleſt RN 
And rival one another in thy Praiſe : 
In ſpreading Letters they engrave thy Name 
On every Bark that's worthy of the ſame: 
Thy Name is warbled forth by every Tongue, 
Thy Name the Burden of each Shepherd's Song: : 
Waller, ſweeteſt of living Bards, prepares 
For thee his tender'ſt and his mournfull'ſt Airs, 
And J, the meaneſt of the Britiſb Swains, 
Amongſt the reſt, offer theſe humble Strains: 
If I am reckon'd not unbleſt in Song, 
*Tis what I owe, to thy all-teaching Tongue: 
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Some of thy Art, ſome of thy tuneful Breath, 

Thou didſt, by Will, to worthleſs me bequeath ; 

Others, thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 

To me thou didft thy Pipe and Skill vouchſafe. 

Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-failing Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

Alas! by what ill Fate, to Man unkind, 

Were we to ſo ſevere a Lot deſign'd ? 

The meaneſt Flowers which the Gardens yield, 

The vileſt Weeds tha: flouriſh in the Field, 

Which muſt ere long lie dead in Winter's Snow, 

Shall ſpring again, again more vig'rous grow : 

Yon Sun, and this bright Glory of the Day, 25 

Which Night is haſting now to ſnatch away, ö 

Shall riſe anew, more ſhining and more gay: 

But wretched we muſt harder Meaſure find, 

The greateſt, braveſt, wittieſt of Mankind; 

When Death has once put out their Light, in vain 

Ever expect the Dawn of Life again: 

In the dark Grave inſenſibly they lie, 

And there ſleep out endleſs Eternity. 

There thou to Silence ever art confin'd, - 

While leſs deſerving Swains are left behind: 

So pleaſe the Fates to deal with us below, 

They cull out thee, and let dull Mews go: 
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Mae wvis ill lives, ſtill let kim live for me, 


He and his Pipe ſhall ne'er my Envy be: 
None e' er that heard thy ſweet, thy artful Tongue, 
Will grate their Ears with his rough untun'd Song. 
Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With newer. fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 
A herce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 
Snatch'd Bion hence, and ſtopt his hallow'd Breath: 
A fatal Damp put out that heav'nly Fire, 
That ſacred Heat, which did his Breath inſpire : 
Ah! what malignant Ill could boaſt that Power 
Which his ſweet Voice's Magic could not cure? 
Ah cruel Fate! how couldſt thou chuſe but ſpare ? 
How could'ſt thou exerciſe thy Rigour here? 
Would thou hadſt thrown thy Dart at worthleſs me, 
And let this dear, this valu'd Life go free: 
Better ten thouſand meaner Swains had dy'd, 


Than this beſt Work Nature been deſtroy'd. 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adern the Shepherd's Hearſe, 
With never-fading Garlazds, never-dying Verſe. 
Ah! would kind Death alike had ſent me hence; 
But Grief ſhall do the Work, and ſave its Pains : 


| Grief ſhall accompliſh my deſir d Doom, 


And ſoon diſpatch me to Ehfum. 
There, Bion, would I be, there gladly know, _ 
How with thy Voice thou charm'ſt the Shades below. 
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Sing, Shepherd, ſing, one of thy Strains divine, 
Such as may melt the fierce Zfan Queen: 
She once herſelf was pleas'd with tuneful Strains, 
And ſung and danc'd on the Sicillan Plains: 
Fear not thy Song ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 
Fear not but *twill the pitying Goddeſs move: 
She once was won by Orpheus heav'nly Lays, 
And gave his fair Farydice Releaſe, 
And thine as pow'rful (queſtion not, dear Swain, ) 
Shall bring thee back to theſe glad Hills again, 
Ev'n I myſelf, did J at all excel, 
Would try the utmoſt of my Voice and Skill, 5 
Would try to move the rigid King of Hell. 
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| I mourn Adonis, fair Adonis dead, | 

. He's dead, and all that's lovely with him fled: 

1 Come, all ye Loves, come hither, and bemoan 
f The charming ſweet Adonis dead and gone: 

4 fi Riſe from thy purple Bed, aud rich Alcove, 
j 


Throw off thy gay Attire, great Queen of Love; 
Hlenceforth in fad and mournful Weeds appear, 
th And all the Marks of Grief and Sorrow wear, 
11 And tear thy Locks, and beat thy panting Breaſt, 
And cry, My dear Adonis, 7s decens'd. 

Il mourn Adonis, the ſoft Loves bemoan, 

if The gentle ſweet Adonis dead and gone. 


— 
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On the cold Mountain lies the wretched Youth, 
Kill'd by a ſavage Boar's unpitying Tooth: 

In his white Thigh the fatal Stroke is found, 

Nor whiter was the Tooth that gave the Wound : 
From the wide Wound faſt flows the ſtreaming Gore, 
And ſtains the Skin, which was all Snow before : 


His Breath, with quick ſhort FOOTE comes and 


goes, 


And Death his fainting Eyes begins to cloſe: 


From his pale Lips the ruddy Colour's fled, 


Fled, and has left his Kiſſes cold and dead: 
Vet Venus never will his Kiſſes leave, 
The Goddeſs ever to his Lips we cleave : 
The Kiſs of her dear Youth does pleale her ſtill, 
But her poor Youth does not the Pleaſure feel: 
Dead, he feels not her Love, feels not her Grief, 
Feels not her Kiſs, which might ev'n Life retrieves 
I mourn Adonis, the ſad Loves bemoan, 
The comely fair Adonis, dead and gone. 
Deep in his Thigh, deep went the killing Smart, 
But deeper far it goes in Venus“ Heart; 
His faithful Dogs about the Mountain yell, 
And the hard Fate of their dead Maſter tell: 
The troubled Nymphs alike in doleful Strains, 
Proclaim his Death thro? all the Fields and Plains: 
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But the ſad Goddeſs, moſt of all forlorn, 


With Love diſtracted, and with Sorrow torn ; 
Wild in her Look, and rueful in her Air, - 
With Garments rent, and with diſhevel'd Hair, 


2 Brakes, thro' Thiekets, and thro? Ns 


Ways, 


Thro' Woods, thro' Haunts, Py Dens of Savages, 
Undreſt, unſhod, careleſs of Honour, Fame, 


And Danger, flies, and calls on his lov'd Name : 
Rude Brambles, as ſhe goes, her Body tear, 
And her cut Feet with Blood her Stones beſmear. 


: She, thoughtleſs of the unfelt Smart, flies on, 


And fills the Woods and Valleys with her Moan. 
Londly does on the Stars and Fates complain, 

And prays they'd give Adonis back again : 

But he, alas! the wretched Youth, alas! 

Lies cold and ſtiff, extended on the Gras : 

There lies he ſteep'd in Gore, there lies he drown'd 
In purple Streams, that guſh from his own wound. 
Alt the ſoft Band of Loves their Mother mourn, 

At once of Beauty and of Love forlorn. 


Venus has loſt her Lover, and each Grace, 4 
That fat before in Triumph in her Face, 


By Grief chas'd thence, has now forſook the Place. 


That Day, which ſnatch'd Adonis from her Arms, 
That Day bereft the Goddeſs of her Charms. 
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The Woods and Trees in murmuring Sighs bemoan 
The Fate of fair Adonis dead and gone. 
The Rivers too, as if they would deplore 
His Death, with Grief ſwell higher than before: 
The Flowers weep in Tears of dreary Dew, | 
And, by their drooping Heads, their Sorrow ſhew : 
But moſt the Cyprian Queen, with Shrieks and Groans, 
Fills all the neighb'ring Hills, and Vales, and Towns: 
The poor Adonis dead is all her Cry; 
Adonis dead! ſad Echo does reply. 
What cruel Heart would not the Queen of Love 
To melting Tears and ſoft Compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover fell, 
Saw his deep Wound, ſaw it incurable ; 
Soon as her Eyes his bleeding Wound ſurvey'd, 
With eager Clips ſhe did his Limbs invade, 
And theſe ſoft, tender, mournful Things ſhe ſaid : 

„ Whither, O whither fly*& thou, wretched Boy ? 
„ Stay, my Adonis, ſtay, my only Joy: | 
« O ftay, unhappy Youth, ar leaſt till I, 
With one kind Word, beſpeak thee ere thou die. 
* Till I once more embrace thee, till I ſeal | 
«© Upon thy dying Lips my laſt Farewel. 
Look up one Minute, give one parting Kiſs, 
One Kiſs, dear Youth, to dry theſe flowing Eyes: 
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« One Kiſs, as thy laſt Legacy, I'd fain 

«© Preſerve, no God ſhall take it off again. | 

«« Kiſs, while I watch thy ſwimming Eye-balls roul, 
„Watch thy laſt Gaſp, and catch thy ſpringing Soul. 
« Pl ſuck it in, I'll hoard it in my Heart, 
I with that ſacred Pledge will never part. 

«© But thou wilt part, but thou art gone, far gone, 
«© To the dark Shades; and leav'ſt me here alone, 
„ Thou dy'ſt, but hopeleſs I muſt ſuffer Life, 

% Muſt pine away, with eaſeleſs, endleſs Grief. 
„Why was L born a Goddeſs ; why was I 

% Made ſuch a Wretch, to want the Power to die? 
« If I, by Death, my Sorrows muſt redreſs, 

If the cold Grave could not my Pains give Eaſe, 
I'd gladly die, I'd rather nothing be,” 

«« Than thus condemn'd to Immortality: 

«« In that vaſt empty Void, and boundleſs Waſte, 

«© We mind not what's to come, nor what is paſt, 
4 Of Life or Death we know no Difference, 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears, at all affe& our Senſe 2 
«© But thoſe who are of Pleaſure once bereft, 
And muſt ſurvive, are moſt unhappy left: 

© To rav'nous Sorrow they are left a Prey, 
Nor can they ever drive Deſpair away. | 

«© Take, cruel Proſerpine, take my lov'd Boy, 
*« Rich with my Spoils, do thou my Loſs enjoy. 
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« Take him, relentleſs Goddeſs, for thy own, 
Never, till now, waſt thou my Envy grown. 
Hard Fate! that thus the beſt of things muſt be 
« Always the Plunder of the Grave and thee : 
„The Grave, and thou, now all my Hopes engroſs, 
« And 1 for ever muſt Adonzs loſe; 
« Thou'rt dead, alas! alas! my Youth, thou'rt dead, 
„% And with thee all my Pleaſures too are fled ; 
„They're all like fleeting vaniſh'd Dreams paſs'd - 
* ofer, 
And nought, but the Remembrance, left in Store, 
Of taſted Joys, ne'er to be taſted more: 

„With thee, my Seſtos, all my Charms are gone, 
« Thy Venus muſt thy Abſence ever moan, 
« And ſpend the tedious, live-long Night alone. 

* Ah! heedleſs Boy, why would thou rafhly chuſe 

«© Thyſelf to dangerous Pleaſures to expoſe ? 

« Why wouldft thou hunt? why wouldſt thou any 
«© more | | 

“Venture, with Dogs, to chace the foaming Boar ! 

© Thou waſt all fair to mine, to human Eyes, 

But not, alas! to thoſe mild Savages. + 

„One would have thought thy Sweetneſs might have 
„ charm'd ; | „ 

© The rougheſt Kind, the fierceſt Rage diſarm'd: 
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„% Mine, I am ſure, it could; but woe is thee ! 


«© All were not Eyes, all were not Breaſts, like me. 


In ſuch ſad Words the Dame her Grief did vent, 


While the wing'd Loves kept time with her Com- 


plaint: 5 
As many Drops of Blood, as from the Wound 
Of ſlain Adonis, fell upon the Ground, | 


So many Tears, and more, you might have told, 


That down the Cheeks of weeping Venus roll'd: 

Both Tears and Blood, to new-born Flow'rs give riie, 

Hence Roſes ſpring, and thence Anemonies. 
Ceaſe, Venus, in the Woods to mourn thy Love, 


Thou'ſt vented Sighs, thou'ſt laviſh'd Tears enough: 


See, Goddeſs, where a glorious Bed of State 


Does ready for thy dear Adonis wait: 


This Bed was once the Scene of Love and Joy, 
But now mult bear the wretched murdered Boy: 
There lies he, like a pale and wither'd Flower, 


Which ſome rude Hand had cropt before its Hour: 


Yet Smiles, and Beauties ftill live in his Face, 
Which Death can never frighten from their Place, 
There let him lie upon that conſcious Bed, 
Where you Love's Miſteries ſo aft have tried: 
Where you've enjoy'd ſo many a happy Night, 


Fach lengthen'd into Ages of Delight. 
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Roſes and Lilies ſtore upon him throw, 
And Myrtle Garlands lavifhly beſtow : 

Pour Myrrhe, and Balm, and coſtlieſt Ointments on, 
Flowers are faded, Ointments worthleſs grown, 
Now thy Adonis, now thy Vouth is gone, 

Who was all Sweetneſs compriz'd in one. 
In Purple wrapt, Adonis lies in State, 
A Troop of mourning Loves about him wait: 
Each does ſome Mark of their kind Sorrow ſhow, 
One breaks his Shafts, Yother unſtrings his Bow, 
A third upon his Quiver wreaks his Hate, 
As the ſad Cauſes of his haſty Fate: 
This plucks his bloody Garments off, that brings 
Water in Veſſels from the neighb'ring Springs: 
Some waſh his Wounds, ſome fan him with their 
Wings. 

All equally their Mother's Loſ, bemoan, 

All moan for poor Adonis dead and gone. 
Sad Hymen too, the fatal Loſs does mourn, | 


There let him lie, there Heaps of Flowers ſtrow, ? 


His Tapers all to Funeral Tapers turn, 

And all his wither'd nuptial Garlands burn : 

His gay and airy Songs are heard no more, 

But mournful Strains that hopeleſs Love deplore. 
Nor do the Graces fail to bear a Part 
With wretched Venus, in her Pain and Smart, 
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The poor Adonis dead by turns they cry, 
And ftrive in Grief the Goddeſs to outvie. 
The Mues too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 
The hapleſs Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 
But all in vain —ah! Numbers are too weak 
To call the loſt, the dead Adonis back: 
Not all the Pow'rs of Verſe, or Charms of Love, 
The deaf, remorſeleſs Proſerpine * can move. 
Ceaſe then, ſad Queen of Love, thy Plaints give o'er, | 
Till the next Year reſerve thy Grief in Store: 
Reſerve thy Sighs and Tears in Store till then, 
Then thou muſt ſigh, then thou muſt weep again. 


* Wife of Pluto, Queen of the Poet's Hell. 
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v. 1. Far from our pleaſant native Paleſtine, 
Where great Euphrates with a mighty Current Hows, 
And does in watry Limits Babylon confine, 
Curs'd Babylon! the Cauſe and Author of our Woes : : 
There, on the River's Side, 
Sat wretched captive we, 
And in ſad Tears bewail'd our Miſery. 


Tears whoſe vaſt Store increas'd the naghbiring 


Tide: 
We wept, and ſtraight our Grief before us brought 
A thouſand diſtant Objects to our Thought, 
As oft as we ſurvey'd the gliding Stream, 
Lov'd Jordan did our ſad Remembrance claim: 
As oft as we th'adjoining City view'd, _ 
Dear Sion's razed Walls our Grief renew'd: 


} 
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We thought on all the Pleaſures of our bappy Land, 
| Late raviſh'd by a cruel Conqu'ror's Hand: 
We thought on every piteous, every mournful Thing, 
That might Exceſs to our enlarged Sorrows bring. 


2. Deep Silence told the Greatneſs of our Grief, 
Of Grief too great, by Vent to find Relief; 
Our Harps as mute and dumb as we, 
Hung uſeleſs and neglected by, 
And now and then a broken String would lend a Sigh, 
As if with us they felt a Sympathy, 
And mourn'd their own, and our Captivity : 
The gentle River too, as if compaſs' nate grown, 
As 'twould its Natives Cruelty atone, 
As it paſs'd by, in Murmurs, gave a pitying Groan, 


3- There the proud Conquerors, who gave us Chains, 
Who all our Suff”rings and Misfortunes gave, 
Did with rude Inſolence our Sorrows brave, | 
And with inſulting Raillery thus mock'd our Pains ; 
Pray us (faid they) ſome briſt and airy Strain, 
Such as your Anceftors were wont to hear 
On Shilo's pleaſant Plain, 
Where all the Virgins met in Dances once a Year : 
7 Or one of thoſe 
Which your illuftrious David did compel 


\ 
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While he fill'd Iſrael's happy Throne, 
Great Soldier, Poet, and Mufician, all in one : 
t (have wwe beard) he went with Harp in + Head, 
Captain of all th* harmonious Band, 
And n all the Choir wil s ſingle Skill alone: 


4 Forbid it, Heaven! Forbid i it, thou great thric2 
hallow'd Name, 
We ſhould thy ſacred Hymns defame, 
Or them, with impious Ears, profane, 
No, no, inhuman Slaves, is this a Time 
(Oh cruel and prepoſterous Demand ) 
When every Joy, and every Smile's a Crime, 
A Treaſon to our poor unhappy native Land? 
Is this a time for ſprightly Airs, 
When ev'ry Look the Badge of Sorrow wears, 
And Livery of our Miſeries, 
Sad Miſeries, that call for all our Breath in Sighs, 
And all the Tribute of our Eyes, 
And Moiſture of our Veins, our very Blood in Tears ? 
When nought can claim our Thoughts, Teruſalcm, 
| but thou, 5 
Nought but ** ſad Deſtruction, Fall, and Overthrow? 


10 Oh dearef City ! late our Nation s juſteſt Pride! 
Envy of all the wond'ring World beſide ! 
Vor. II. | G 
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Oh ſacred Temple, once th'Almig*ity's bleſs'd Abode, 
Now quite forſaken by our angry God! | 
Shall ever diſtant Time, or Place, 
Your firm Ideas from my Soul deface ! 
Shall they not ſtill take up my Breaſt, 
As long as that, and Life, and I, ſhall lat ? 
Grant, Heav'n, (nor ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe with- 
ſtand) 
That this my learned ſkilful Hand, 
(Which now o'er all the tuneful Strings can boaſt 
| Command, 
Which does as quick, as ready, and unerring prove, 
As Nature, when it would its Joints or Fingers move) 
Grant, it forget its Art, and F eeling too, 


When 1 forget to think, to wiſh, to pray for you : 


6. For ever tied with Dumbneſ be my Tongue, 
When it ſpeaks aught that ſhall not to your Praiſe 
belong, 


If that be not the conſtant Subject of my Muſe and 
Song. | 


7. Remember, Heav'n, remember Eaom on that Day, 
And with like Sufferings their Spite repay, 
Who made our Miſeries their cruel Mirth and Scorn, 
Who laugh'd to ſee our flaming City burn, 
And wiſn'd it might to Aſhes turn: 
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Raxe, raxe it (was their curſed Cry) 
Raxe all its ſtately Structures down, 
And lay its Palaces and Temple level with the Ground, 
T:ll Sion buried in his diſmal Ruin lie, 


Forgot, alike, its Place, its Name, and Memory. 


8. And thou, proud Babylon! juſt Object of our Hate, 
Thou too ſhalt feel the ſad Reverſe of Fate! 
| Tho? thou art now exalted high, | 
And with thy lofty Head o'ertop'it the Sky, 
As if thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above defy ; 
Thou, if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will) prove Juſt, 
If my prophetic Grief can aught foreſee, | 
Ere long ſhall lay that lofty Head in Duſt, 
And bluſh in Blood for all thy preſent Cruelty : 
How loudly then ſhall we retort thoſe bitter Taunts! | 
How gladly to the Muſic of thy Fetters dance ! 
A day will come (O might J ſee't !) ere long, 
That ſhall revenge our mighty Wrong: 
Then bleſt, for ever bleſt, be he 
Whoever ſhall return't on thee, 
And give it deep, and pay't with bloody Uſury : 
May neither aged Groans, nor Infant's Cries, 
Nor piteous Mother's Tears, nor r raviſh'd N 8 
| _ Sighs, 
Soften thy unrelenting Enemies: 
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Let them, as thou to us, inexorable prove, 


Nor Age, nor Sex, their deaf Compaſſion move; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 
And all thou doſt attempt within our Sens Walls, 
May'ſt thou endure, and more, till joyful we 
Confeſs thyſelf outdone in artful Croelty. 
Bleſt, yea thrice bleſſed, be that barbarous Hand, 
(Oh Grief, that I ſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tears out Infants from their Mother's Womb, 


And hurls them, yet unborn, into their Tomb, 
Bleſs'd he, who plucks them from their ran 
| Arms, | 
That Sanctuary from all common Harms, 

Who with thy Skulls and Bones ſhall pave thy Streets 
all o'er, 

And fill thy glutted Channels with their ſcatter'd 
Brains and Gore, 
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Tis Thee, O God, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 
To Thee, we thy great Name rehearſe: 
We are thy Vaſſals, and this humble Tribute bring 
To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 
Acknowledg'd ſole and ſow'reign Monarch of the 
Univerſe. 
All Parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Eternal Father, thy Almighty Power; 
The Skies, and Stars, Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, 
With all their num'rous, nameleſs Progeny, 
Confeſs, and their due Homage pay to Thee ! 
For why? thou ſpak'ſt the Word, and mad'ſt them 
all from nothing be. 
To Thee all Angels, all thy glorious Court on high, 
Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatſoever Spirits be 
Of lefſer Honour, leſs Degree; 
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Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts, they cry; 


Thou doſt inform and actuate this ſpacious Whole: 
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To Thee, in heav' nly Lays, 
They: ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praiſe : 


This is their Bus'neſs, this their ſole Employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long, and bleſt Eternity. 


Farther than Nature's utmoſt Shores and Limits 
ſtretch, 
The Streams of thy unbounded Glory reach 
Beyond the Straits of ſcanty Time and Place, 
Beyond the Ebbs and Flows of Matter's narrow Seas 
They reach, and fill the Ocean of Eternity and Space. 
| Infus'd like ſome vaſt mighty Soul, 


'Thy unſeen Hand does the well-jointed Frame ſuſtain, 
Which elſe would to its prim'tive Nothing ſhrink 
again. 
But moſt, thou doſt thy Majeſty diſplay, 
In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day: 
There is thy Reſidence, there doſt Thou reign, 
There, on a State of dazling Luſtre ſit, 
There ſhine in Robes of pure refined Light, 
Where Sun's coarſe Rays are but a Foil and Stain, 
And me Cas the Sweepings of thy glorious Train. 
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There all thy Family of menial Saints, 

Huge Colonies of bleſs'd Inhabitants, 
Which Death thro' countleſs Ages has tranſplanted 

hence; | 

Now on thy Throne for ever wait, 
And fill the large Retinue of thy heav'nly State. 
There rev'rend Prophets ſtand, a pompous, goodly 
| Show, 
Of old, thy Envoys-Extraordinary here, 


Who brought thy ſacred Embaſlies of Peace and War, 


That, to th? obedient, this, the rebel World below. 
By them, the mighty Twelve have their abode, 
Companions once of the Incarnate ſuff'ring God. 
Partakers now of all his Triumphs there, 
As they on Earth did in his Mis'ries ſhare. 
Of Martyrs next, a crown'd and glorious Choir, 
Illuftrious Heroes who have gain'd 
Thro' Dangers, and red Seas of Blood, the Promila 'd 
Land, 


And paſs thro' ordeal Flames to thy Eternity! in Fire. 


There, all make up the Conſort of thy Praiſe, 
To Thee they ſing, and never ceaſe, 
Loud Hymns, and Hallelujahs of Applauſe : 


An Angel-Laureat does the Senſe and Strains com- 


poſe, 
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Senſe, far above the Reach of mortal Verſe, 
Strains, far above the Reach of mortal Ears, 
And all a Muſe, unglorify d, can fancy or rehearſe. 


Nor is this Confort only kept above, 
Nor is it to the Bleſt alone confin'd ; 
But Earth, and all the Faithful here, are join'd, 


And ſtrive to vie with them in Duty and in Love: 


And tho? they cannot equal Notes and Meaſures raiſe, 
Strive to return th' 1mperfe& Echoes of thy Praiſe. 
They, thro? all Nations, own thy glorious Name, 
And every where, the great Three-One proclaim ; 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 
Who muſt Mankind, whom Thou did'ſt make, re- 
deem, | | 
Thee, bleſſed Saviour, Thee, ador'd, true only Son, 
To Man debas'd, to reſcue Man undone : | 
And Thee, eternal, holy Power, 
Who do'ſt by Grace exalted Man reftore 
To all he loſt, by the old Fall and Sin before, 
You, blefs'd and glorious Trinity, 


Riddle to baffled Knowledge and Philoſophy, 


Which cannot comprehend the mighty Miſtery 
Of num'rous One, and the unnumber'd Three. 
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Vaſt topleſs Pile of Wonders! at whoſe Sight 
Reaſon itſelf turns giddy with the Height, 
Above the flutt'ring Pitch of human Wit, 
And all, but the ſtrong Wings of Faith, that Eagle's 
tow'ring Flight. 


Bleſt jeſu! how ſhall we enough adore, 

Or thy unbounded Love, or thy unbounded Pow'r ? 

Thou art the Prince of Heav'n, Thom art the Al- 

mighty's Heir, 

Thou art th' eternal Off-ſpring of tht 18 Sire: 
Hail Thou, the World's Redeemer; whom to free 
From Bonds of Death, and endleſs Miſery, 

Thou thought'ſ it no Diſdain to be 
Inhabitant of low Mortality: 

Th' Almighty thought it no Diſdain 
To dwell in the pure Virgin's ſpotleſs Womb, 

There did the boundleſs Godkead, and whole Heav' n 

find Room, 

And a_ſmall Point, the Circle of Infinity contain. 
Hail, Ranſom of Mankind, All-great, All-good ! 

Who didft attone us with thy Blood, 
Thyſelf the Off ring, Altar, Prieſt, and God: 
Thyſelf didſt die, to be our glorious Bail, 

From Death's Arreſts, and the eternal flaming Jail: 

3 


With equal Glory, equal Majeſty, 


And all receive th' unalterable Sentence there. 


And now are ſwallow'd up. and loſt in vaſt Eternity, 
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Thyſelf thou gav'ſt th” ineftimable Price, 
To purchaſe and redeem our mortgag*d Heav'n and 
Happineſs : 
Thither, when thy great Work on Earth had End, | 
When Death itſelf was flain, and dead, 
And Hell, with all its Powers Captive led, 
Thou didſt again triumphantly afcend : 
There doit Thou now, by thy great Father, ſit on high, 


Joint-Ruler of the everlaſting Monarchy. 


Again from thence, Thou ſhalt with greater Triumph 
come, | 

When the laſt Trumpet ſounds the gen'ral Doom: 

And (lo!) thou com'ſt, and (lo!) the direful Sound 
does make 
Thro' Death's wide Realm Mortality . : 
And (lo!) they all appear | 
At thy dread Bar, 


Affrighted Nature trembles at the diſmal Day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : 
Both that and Time breath out their laſt, aad now 
they die, 


THE HYMN OF ST. AMBROSE. g1 


Mercy, O Mercy, angry God ! 
Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, too fierce to be with- 
ſtood, | | | 
And quench it with the Delays of thy Blood ; | 
Thy precious Blood which was ſo freely ſpilt 
To waſh us from the Stains of Sin and Guilt : 
O write us with it in the Book of Fate 
Amongſt thy Choſen and Predeſtinate, | 
Free Denizens of Heaven, of the immortal State. 


Guide us, O Saviour! guide thy Church below, 
Both Way and Star, Compaſs and Pilot Thou: 
Do Thou this frail and tott'ring Veſſel ſteer 
Thro' Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here, 
Thro' all the toſſing Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe, under Thee, we ſhall to the wiſh'd Hav'n move, 
And reach the undiſcover'd Lands of Bliſs above. 
Thus low (behold I) to thy great Name we bows 
And thus we ever wiſh to grow : 
Conſtant, as Time, does thy fix'd Laws obey, 
To Thee our Worſhip, and our Thanks we pay : 
With theſe, we wake the chearful Light, 
With theſe, we Sleep and Reft invite : 
And thus we ſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend. 
our Days, 
And never ceaſe to ſing, and never ceaſe to praiſe. 
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While thus each Breaſt, and Mouth, and Ear, 
Are filled with thy Praiſe, and Love, and Fear, 
Let never Sin get Room, or Entrance there : 
Vouchſafe, O Lord, thro' this and all our Days 

To guard us with thy pow'rful Grace: 
Within our Hearts let no uſurping Luſt be found, 
No Rebel-Pailion Tumult raiſe, 
To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 

But ſet thy Watch of Angels on the Place, 

And keep the Tempter fill from that forbidden 
Ground. 

Ever, O Lord, to us thy Mercies grant, 
Never, O Lord, let us thy Mercies want, 

Ne'er want thy F avour, Bounty, Liberality, 

5 But let them ever on us be, 
Conſtant as our own Hope and Truſt on Thee: 
On Thee, we all our Hope and Truſt repoſe ! 

O never leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Cauſe : 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 

We'll fear no Danger, Death, nor Milery : 
| Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling World 

With cruſhing Ruins all about us hurl'd, 

And face enn Hell, and all its ed pow rs 

defy, 
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LETTER FROM THE COUNTRY 
TO A 

FRIEND IN T O WN. 


Giving an Account of the Authors Tnclinations to 
POETRY. | 


As to that Poet * (if ſo great a one as he, 

May ſuffer, in Compariſon with me) 

When heretofore, in Scythian + Exile pent, 

To which he from ungrateful Rome was ſent. 

If a kind Paper from his Country came, 

And wore ſubſcrib'd ſome known and faithful Name; 

That like a pow'rful Cordial did infuſe 

New Life into his ſpeechleſs, gaſping Muſe, 

And ſtrait his Genius, which before did ſeem 
Bound up in Ice, and frozen as the Chme, 

By its warm Force and friendly Influence thaw'd, 

Diſſoly'd apace, and in ſoft Numbers flow'd ; 


* Ovid. Þ+ Tomos, 


04 A LETTER TO A FRIEND. 


Such Welcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had 
With Me, ſhut up in cloſe Conſtraint as bad: 
Not eager Lovers held in long Suſpenſe, 

With warmer Joy, and a more tender Senſe, 

Meet thoſe kind Lines which all their Wiſhes bleſs. 
And ſign and ſeal, deliver'd Happineſs : 

My erateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 

They over-run each other in the Crowd : 

To you, with haſty Flight, they take their Way, 
And hardly for the Dreſs of Words will ſtay. 
Vet pardon, if this only Fault I find, 
That while you praiſe too much, you are leſs kind: 
Conſider, Sir, *tis ill and dang'rous thus 
To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 
Praiſe the fine Diet, which w're apt to love, 
If given to Exceſs, does hurtful prove: 

Where it does weak diſtemper'd Stomachs meet, 
That ſurfeits, which ſhould Nouriſhment create. 
Your rich Perfumes ſuch Fragrancy diſpenſe, 

Their Sweetneſs overcomes and palls my Senſe ; 

On my weak Head you heap ſo many Bays, 
I fink beneath em quite, oppreſs'd with Praiſe. 

And a reſembling Fate with' him receive, 
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Who, in too kind a Triumph, found his Grave 
Smother'd with Garlands, which Applauders gave. 
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To you theſe Praiſes juſtlier all belong, 

By alienating which yourſelf you wrong: 

Whom better. can ſuch Commendations fit 

Than you, who ſo well teach, and practiſe Wit? 
Verſe, the great Boaſt of drudging Fools, from ſome 
Nay moſt of Scriblers, with much ſtraining come; 
They void *em dribbling, and in Pain they write, 

As if they had a Strangury of Wit: 

Your Pen, uncall'd, they readiy obey, 

And ſcorn your Ink ſhould flow ſo faſt as they: 

Each Strain of yours ſo eaſy does appear, 

Each ſuch a graceful Negligence does wear, 
As ſhews you have none, and yet want no Care, 
None of your ſerious Pains, or Time, they coſt, 

But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt: 

1f ſuch the Fruits of your looſe Leiſure be, 

Your careleſs Minutes yield ſuch Poetry ! 

We gueſs what Proofs your Genius would impart, 
Did it employ you, as it does divert : 

But happy you, more prudent and more wiſe, 

With better Aims have fix'd your noble Choice. 
While filly 1, all thriving-Arts refuſe, . 

And all my Hopes, and all my Vigour loſe | 
In Service on that worſt of Jilts, a Muſe: Y 
For gainful Buſineſs, court ignoble Eaſe, 
And in gay Trifles waſte my ill-ſpent Days. 


* 


Vou cheriſh, and encourage the Diſeaſe: 
Inhuman, you help the Diſtemper on, 
Which was, before, but too inveterate grown: 
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Little T thought, my deareſt Friend, that you 
Would thus contribute to my Ruin top: 
O'er- run with filthy Poetry and Rhime, 
The preſent reigning Evil of the Time, 
I lack'd, and (well I did myſelf aſſure) 
From your kind Hand I ſhould receive a Cure: 
When (lo :) inſtead of healing Remedies, 


As a kind Looker on, whoſe Int'reſt ſhares, 
Tho? not in Stake, yet in his Hopes and Fears, 
Would to his Friend, as puſhing Gameſter do, 


| Recal his Elbow when he haftes to throw; 


Such a wiſe Courſe you ſhould have took with me, 
A raſh and vent'ring Fool in Poetry. 


Poets are Cullies, whom Rook-Fame draws in, 


And wheedles with deluding Hopes to win : 


But when they hit, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 


They ſcarce come off with a bare, ſaving Share. 
Oft (I remember) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, 

And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade, 

Oft have I try'd (Heav'n knows) to mortify 


This vile, and wicked Luſt of Poetry: 


But ſtill unconquer'd it remains within, 
Fix'd as an Habit, or ſome darling Sin. 
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In vain, I better ſtudies there would ſow, 

Often I've tried, but none will thrive or grow : 

All my beſt Thoughts, when I'd moſt ſerious be, 
Are never from its foul Infection free: 

Nay (God forgive me) when 1 ſay my Prayers, 

I ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe : 
That fab'lous Vretch, of Old, revers'd I ſeem, 
Who turn whate'er I touch to Droſs and Rhime. 
Oft to divert the wild Caprice, I try, | 


If ſovereign Wiſdom and Philoſophy, 
 Rightly applied, will give a Remedy: 

Strait the great Stagyrite I take in Hand, 
Seek Nature and Myſelf to underſtand : 
Much 1 refle& on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 
And much my low and grov'ling Aims condemn, 
And quarrel that my ill-pack'd Fate ſhould be 
This vain, this worthleſs Thing, call'd Poetry: 
But when I find this unregarded Toy 
Could his important Thoughts and Pains employ, 
By reading there, I am but more undone, 
And meet that Danger, which I mean to ſhun, + 
Oft when ill Humour, Chagrin, Diſcontent, 71 
Give Leiſure my wild Follies to reſent, : 
I thus n myſelf my Paſſion vent. 


125 * A alle. 
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72 1 mad rhiming ot, enough, for 8 
Give o'er. and all thy Quills to Tooth- picks damn; 
«© Didft ever Thou the Altar rob, or worſe, 
Kill the Prieſt there, and Maids receiving F ae 
«© What elſe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe ? : 
The greateſt Curſe, I can, I wiſh on him, 
(ef there be any greater than to rhime) - 
* Who firſt did of the lewd Invention think, 
«« Firſt made two. Lines, with Sounds + relompbiog 
« Clink, | 

And ſwerving from the eaſy Paths of Proſe, 
% Fetters and Chains did on free Senſe impoſe: 
«« Curs'd too be all the Fools, who ſince have went, 
«« Miſled in Steps of that ill Precedent : 
Want be entail'd their Lot ;” and on I go, 

Wifeaking my Spight on all the jingling Crew : 
Scarce the beloved Coauley ſcapes, tho? I 
Might ſooner my own Curſes fear, than he: 
And thus reſolved, againſt the ſcribbling Vein, 
1 deeply ſwear, never to write again. 

But when bad Company and Wine conſpire 
Io kindle and renew the fooliſh Fire, 
Straitways relaps'd, I feel the raving Fit 
Return, and ftrait I all my Oaths fcrget : 
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Enters again, with ſtronger Force and Power, 
Worſe than at firſt, and tyrannizes more. 
No ſober, good Advice will then pod, 
Nor from the raging Phrenzy me recal: 
Cool Reaſon's Dictates, me, no more can move, | 
Than Men in Drink, in Bedlam, or in Love: 
Deaf to all Means which might moſt proper ſeem 
Towards my Cure, I run ſtark mad in Rhime: 
A ſad poor haunted Wretch, whom nothing leſs 
Than Prayers of the Church can diſpoſſeſs. 

Sometimes, after a tedious Day half ſpent, 
When Fancy long has hunted on cold Scent, 
Tir'd in the-dull and fru tleſs Chace of W ught, 
Deſpairing, I grow weary, and give out; 
As a dry Lecher, pump'd of all my Store, 
I loath the. Thing, cauſe I can do't no more: 
But when I once begin to find again 1 88 : 
| Recruits of Matter in my pregnant Brain, 
Again more eager, I the Haunt-purſue, 
And with freſh Vigour, the lov'd Sport renew: - 
Tickled with ſome ſtrange Pleaſure, which I find, 
And think a Secrecy to all Mankind, 
] pleaſe myſelf with the vain, falſe Deligat, 
And count none > RAPP» 92 the Fops that write. 
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„ Tis endleſs, Sir, to tell the many Ways 
' Wherein my poor deluded ſelf I pleaſe ; 


How, when the Fancy lab'ring for a Birth, 
With unfelt Throws, brings its rude Iſſue forth: 
How, after, when imperfe&, ſhapeleſs Thought 
Is, by the Judgment, into Faſhion wrought : 


X When at firſt Search, I traverſe o'er my Mind, 
None, but a dark and empty Void, I find: 


Some little Hints, at length, like Sparks break thence, 


And glimm'ring Thoughts, juſt dawning into Senſe: 


Confus'd, a while, the mixt Ideas lie, 


With nought of Mark to be diſcover'd by; 


Like Colours undiſtinguiſh'd-in the Night, 

Till. the duſk Images mov'd to the Light, 

Teach the diſcerning Faculty to chuſe, 

Which it had beſt adopt, and which refuſe. 
Here rougher Strokes, touch'd with a ark _ 
Reſemble the firſt ſetting of a Face: | 

There finiſh'd Draughts, in Form more full appear, 
And to their Juſtneſs aſk no further Care, 


Mean while, with inward Joy, I proud am grown, 


To ſee the Work ſucceſsfully go on; 

And prize myſelf in a Creating- Power, 

That you make ane, what was Nought be- 
fore. | 
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Sometimes a tiff unwieldy Thought I meet, 
Which to my Laws, will ſcarce be made ſubmit ; 
But when, after Expence of Pains and Time, 
»Tis manag'd well, and taught to yoke in Rhime, * 
In Triumph, more than joyful Warriors would, 
Had they ſome ſtout and hardy Foe ſubdu'd: 
And idly think, leſs goes to their Command, 
That makes arni'd Troops in well-plac'd Order ſtand, 
Than to the Conduct of my Words, when they 
March in due Ranks, are ſet in juſt Array. 
Sometimes on Wings of Thought I ſeem on high, 
As Men in fleep, tho' Motionleſs they lie, | f 
| Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mount and fly: 
So Witches ſome inchanted Wand beftride,. 
And think they thro? the airy Regions ride, q 
Were Fancy is both Trav'ller, Way and Guide: 
Then ftrait I grow a-:ſtrange exalted Thing, 
And equal in Concer, at leaſt a King: 
As the poor Drunkard, when Wine ſtums his Brains, 
Anointed with that Liquor, thinks he reigns; 7 
Bewitch'd by theſe Deluſions, *tis I write, 
(The Tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in Spite) 
And when I'm in the freakiſh Trance, which I, 
Fond filly Wretch, miſtake for Ecſtacy, 
I find all former Reſolutions vain, 
And thus recant them, and make new again, 
H 3 
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| „ What was't I raſhly vow'd ? ſhall ever I 
Quit my beloved Miſtreſs, Poetry? 
64 Thou ſweet Beguiler of my lonely Hours, | 
cc Which thus glide unperceiv'd, with filent Courſe : 
Ns Theu gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd doſt keep 


| . My Breaſt, and charm intruding Care aſleep: 


« They ſay thou'rt poor, and un-endow'd, what tho“? 
For Thee, I this vain, worthleſs World forego: 
»Läet Wealth and Honour be Fortune's Slaves, ; 
The Alms of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves : 
«« To me thou art, what'er th' Ambitious crave, 
«© And all that greedy Miſers want or have? 
« Tn Youth or Age, in Travel or at Home, | 
CLE Here, or in Town, at London, or at Rome ; 
6 Rich, or a Beggar, Free, or in the Fleet, 
« What'er my Fate is, 'tis my Fate to write.“ if. 
"Thus I have made my ſhifted Muſe confeſs, 
Her ſecret F eebleneſs and Weakneſſes: 
All her hid Faults ſhe ſees expos'd to view, 
And hopes a gentle Confeſlor in you: 
She hopes an eaſy Pardon for her Sin, M3 
F tis but what ſhe is not Wilful in, 
or yet has ſcandalous, nor open been, | 
Try if your ghoſtly Counſel can reclaim 
The hecdlefs e from her Guilt and Shame: : 
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At leaſt, be not ungen'rous to reproach , 

That wretched F railty, which you've help'd debauch. 

'Tis now high Time to end, for fear I grow 

More tedious than old Dotards when they woo, 

Than travell'd F OPS, when | far- RET Lies they 
prate, 

Or flatt ring Poets when * dedicate. 

No dull Forgiveneſs I preſume to crave, 

Nor vainly, for my tireſome Length; aſk Leave: 

Leſt I, as often formal Coxcombs uſe, | 

Prolong that very Fault, I would excuſe: 

May this the ſame kind Welcome find with you. 

As your's did here, and ever ſhall ; Adieu. 


* 
* 


N. expoſed him, by printing a piece of his, grey 
ies, ad and faulty.” | 


1 Dan 5 unthinking! hadſt how none but n me 


To plague, and urge, to thine own Infamy ? 
Had 1 ſome tame and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Muſe to Love and Softneſs did incline, 
Some ſmall Adventurer in Song, that whines 
Chloris and Phyllis out, in charming Lines, 
Fit to divert mine Hoſteſs, and miſlead 
The Heart of ſome poor taudry Waiting-maid ; 
Perhaps I might have then forgiven thee, 
And thou hadſt ſcap'd from my Reſentment free. 
But I, whom ſpleen and manly Rage inſpire, 
Brock no Affront, at each Offence take Fire: 
Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 
Which Pulpits dare not, nor the very Stage : 
Sworn to laſh Knaves of all Degrees, and ſpare 
None of the Kind, however great they are; 
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Satire's my only Province and Delight, 
For whoſe dear fake alone I've vow'd to write: 
For this I ſeek Ocifions, court Abuſe, 
To ſhew my Parts, and fignalize my Muſe : 
Fond of a Quarrel, as young Bullies are . 
To make their Mettle and their Skill appear: 
And didſt thou think I would a Wrong acquit, 
That touch'd my tender'ſt Part of Honour, Wit? 
No, Villain, may my Sins ne'er pardon'd be 
By Heav'n itſelf, if e'er I pardon thee. 

Members, from Breach of Privilege deter, 
By threat'ning Topham, and a Meſſenger : 
Scrogs, and the Brothers of the Coif, oppoſe, 
By Force and Dint of Statutes, and the Laws: 
Strumpets of Billing ſpate redreſs their Wrongs 
By the ſole Noiſe and Foulneſs of their Tongues : 
And I go always arm'd for my Defence, 
To puniſh and revenge an Inſolence, 
I wear my Pen as others do their Sword, - 
To each affronting Sot I meet, the Word 
Is Satisfaction: Strait to Thruſts J go, 
And pointed Satire runs him thro and thro'. 
Perhaps thou hop'dſt that thy Obſcurity 
Should be thy Safeguard, and ſecure thee free. 
Know, Wretch, I mean from thence to fetch thee out, 
Like ſentenc'd Felons, to be drag'd about: 
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Torn, mangled, and expos'd to Scorn and Shame, 
I mean to hang, andgibbet up thy Name. 
If thou, to live in Satire, ſo much thirſt, | 


Enjoy thy Wiſh, and Fame, till Envy burſt, 
| Renown'd as he whom baniſh'd Ovid curſt: 
Or he, whom old Archilochus ſo ſtung 


In Verſe, that he for Shame and Madneſs hung; : 
Deathleſs in Infamy, do thou ſo live, 


And let my Rage, like his, to Halters drive. 


Thou thought'ſt, perhaps, 1 Gall was ſpent and 
| gone, 

My Venom drain'd, and J a finglef Drone : 

Thou thought'ſt I had no Curſes left in Store; 

But to thy Sorrow know, and find, I've more. 


More and more dreadful yet, able to ſcare, 


Like Hell, and urge to Daggers and Deſpair ; ; 
Such thou ſhalt feel are ſtill reſerv'd by me, 
To vex and force thee to thy Deſtiny: 
Since thou haſt brav'd my Vengeance thus, prepare, 
And tremble from my Pen thy Doom to hear. 

Thou, who with ſpurious Nonſenſe durſt profane 
The genuine Iſſue of a Poet's Brain, 
May'ſt thou hereafter never deal in Verſe, | 


But what hoarſe Bell-men in their Walks rehearſe, 
Or Smithfeld Audience, ſung on Crickets, hears :; 


' 
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May'ſt thou print Hopkins *, or ſome duller Aſs, 

Jorden r, or him that wrote Dutch Hudibras e 5 

Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 

Will ſcarce for Candles and their Snuffing pay: 

May ye each other curſe, thyſelf undone, 

And be the Laughing: ſtock of all the Town. 6 
May'ſt thou ne'er rife to Hiſtory, but what 9 

Poor Grub-fireet Penny-Chronicles relate, f 

Memoirs of Tyburn, and the mournful State 

Of Cut-purſes, in Holborn Cavalcade, 

Till thou thyſelf be the ſame Subject made. 

Compell'd by Want, may'ſt thou print Popery, 

| For which, by the Cart's-Arſe and Pillory, 

Turnips and rotten Eggs, thy Deſtiny, 

Mau'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier t 

Till thou, daub'd o'er with loathſome Filth, appear 

Like Brat of ſome vile Drab, in Privy found, 

Which there has lain three Months, in Ordure drown' d. 
The Plague of Poets—Rags and Poverty, 

Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and vSerjeants light on thee : 

For others bound, may'ſt thou to Durance go, 

Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoe: 


* Fellow Labourer wich Sternbold, who tranſlated the | 
Pſalms, 


+ A common Ballad-Maker of thoſe Times: 
I Perſons concern'd in Oates's Plot. | 
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And may'ſt thou never from the Jail get free, 
Till thou ſwear out thyſelf by Perjury : 
Forlorn, abandon'd, pitileſs, and poor | 
As a pawn'd Cully, or a mortgag'd Whore ; 
May'ſt thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 
Forc'd to ſteal Hemp to end thy Miſeries, { 
And damn thyſelf, to baulk the Hangman's Fees, 3 
And may no ſaucy Fool have better Fate, 

That dares pull down the Vengeance of my Hate. 


y 
{Qt 19 ) 
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Written in October, 1682. 


| The Porn brings bimpſelf in, as diſcourfing with a 
Doctor of the Univerſity upon the Subject enſuing, 


Or all the Creatures in the World that be, 
Beaſt, Fiſh, or Fowl, that go, or ſwim, or fly 
Throughout the Globe, from London to Japan, 
The arrant'ſt Fool, in my Opinion's Man. 

What ?. (ſtrait I'm taken up) an Ant, a Fly, 
| A tiny Mite, which aue can hardly ſee „ 
Without a Perſpective, a filly Aſs, 5 | c 


Or freakiſh Ape. Dare you affirm that theſe 

Have greater Senſe than Man? Ay, queſtionleſs, 
Doctor, 1 find you're ſhock'd at this Diſcourſe : 
Mar is (you cry) Lord of the Univer/e 3 
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For him wwas this fair Frame of Nature made, 


To him alone, of all the living Kind, 5 
Has bounteous Heaw'n the reas? ning Gift aſſgn'd. 


What 'tis which your grave Doctors Wiſdom call? 
Vou anſwer: 77 an Evenneſs of Soul, 


That does in all its flow Reſolves advance, 
With graver Steps than Benchers when they dance. 


| Leſs us'd by any than the Fool call'd Man? 


With Pains and Labour, to lay in his Store; 


And all the Creatures for his Uſe and Aid. 


True, Sir, that Reaſon ever was his Lot, 
But thence I argue Man the greater Sot. 
This idle Talk (you ſay) and rambling Staffs 
May paſs in Satire, and take well enough 
With ſeeptic Fools, æubo are diſpos'd to jeer 
At ſerious Things : but you' muſt mak#t appear 
By folid Proof. Believe me, Sir, I'll do't: 
Take you the Deſk, and let's diſpute it out. 
Then, by your Favour, tell me, firſt of all, 


A fleady Temper, which no Cares controul, 
No Paſſions ruffle, nor Deſires inflame, 
Still conftant to itſelf, and ſtill the ſame; 


Moſt true; yet is not this, I dare maintain, 


The wiſer Emmet, quoted juſt before, 
In Summer-time ranges the Fallows o'er, 


But when the bluſt'ring North, with ruffling Blaſts, 
Saddens the Year, and Nature overcaſts ; | 
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The prudent Inſect, hid in Privacy, 

Enjoys the Fruits of his paſt Induſtry. 

No Ant of Senſe was e'er ſo aukward ſeen, 

To drudge in Winter, , loiter in the Spring. 

But fillier Man, in his miſtaken Way, 

By Reaſon, his falſe Guide, is led aftray : 

Toft by a thouſand Guſts of wav'ring Doubt, 

His reſtleſs Mind ſtill rolls from Thought to Thought: 2 

In each Reſolve unſteady, and unfixt, 

And what he one Day loaths, deſires the next. 
Shall I, ſo ſam' d for many a tuant Feſt 

On wiving, now go take a Filt at laſt ? 

Shall I turn Huſband, and my Station chuſe, 

Amongſt the rew'rend Martyrs of the Nooſe ! 

No, there are F ools enough beſides in Town, _ 

To furniſh Work for Satire and Lampoon : e 

Few Months before, cry'd the unthinkig Sot, 

Who quickly after hamper'd in the Knot, 

Was quoted for an Inſtance by the reſt, 

And bore his Fate as tamely as the beſt, 

And thought that Heav'n, from ſome h ſide, 

For him alone, had drawn a faithful Bride. 

This is our Image juſt: ſuch is that vain, 

That fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature Man: 

More changing than a Weather-cock, his Head 

Neꝰer wakes with the ſame Thoughts * went to Bed, 
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Now he's a Trooper, and a Prieſt anon; 


The Skies and Stars his Properties muſt ſeem, 


Whether, if met, the Paſſenger and Bear, 


The Creatures here, and with his Beck gives Laws: 


The Lord of all, how many Lords has he ? 
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Irkſome to all beſide, and ill at Baſe, 


He neither others, nor himſelf can pleaſe : 
Each Minute round his whirling Humours run, 


To-day in Buff, To-morrow in a Gown. | 
Vet pleas'd with idle Whimſtes of his Brain, 

And, puft with Pride, this haughty thing would fain 

Be thought himſelf the only Stay and Prop, 

That holds the mighty Frame of Nature up : 


And turn-ſpit Angels tread the Spheres for him : 
Of all the Creatures he's the Lord (he cries,) 
More abſolute than the French King of his. 
And who is there (ſay you) that dares deny 
So oon'd a Truth ? That may be, Sir, do I. 
But to omit the Controverſy here, 


This, or the other, ſtands in greater Fear. 

Or if an Act of Parliament ſhoutd paſs, 

That all the [r; Wolves ſhould quit the Place, 
They'd ftrait obey the Statute's high Command, 
And, at a Minute's Warning, rid the Land: 
This boaſted Monarch of the World, that awes 


This tit'lar King, who thus pretends to be 
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The Luft of Money, and the Luſt of Power, 3» 

With Love, and Hate, and twenty Paſſions more, { 

Hold him their Slave, and chain him to the Oar, } 
Scarce has ſoft Sleep in Silence clos'd his Eyes, 

Up ! (ſtrait ſays Avarice) tis time to riſe. "5 

Not yet: One Minute longer. Up / (ſhe cries). 

Th' Exchange and Shops are hardly open yet, 

No matter: Riſe! But, after all, for what? 

Die aſt? go, cut the Line, double the Cape, 
Traverſe from End to End the ſpacious Deep, 
Search both the Indies, Bantam, and Japan: 
Fetch Sugars from Barbadoes, Wines from Spain : 
What need all this? I've Wealth enough in Store, 
I thank the Fates, nor care for adding more. 
Tua cannot have too much, this Point to gain; 

Tou muſt no Crime, no Perjury refrain 55 
Hunger you muſt endure, Hardſpip, and Want, wy 
Amidſt full Barns keep an eternal Lent, | 
And thi? you've more than Buckingham * has Spent, 

Or Cuddon got, like ſlingy Bethel /ave t, | 
Aud grudge yourſelf the Charges of a Grave, 
And the ſmall Ranſom of a ſingle Groat, | 
From r Sevord or Halter zo rates your Tj breat. 


George Fillers, 3 to James the Firſt. 
q Alderm man FR 7 Sheriff Bethel, 
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Keep his gay Brace of Punks, and wainly give 


To tempt the Wretch, and puſh him on to Harms, 


Is paid with nought, but wooden Legs, and Fame; ; 


Jo ſtand recorded in the next Gazette. 
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_ #Hhi 5 thro all Ages, has been ever ' thought 
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And pray why all this ſparing ? Doz't you know * 
Only enrich a ſpendthrift Heir or. ſo; | 


M bo ſhall, when you are timely dead and gone, 


With his gilt Coach and Six amuſe the Town, 


More for a Night, than you to fine for Sheriff. - 

But you loſe Time, the Wind and Veſſel waits, 

Buick let's aboard ! Hey for the Downs and Streights. 
Or if all-powerful Money fail of Charms, 


With a ſtrong Hand does fierce Ambition ſeize, 
And drag him forth from ſoft Repoſe and Eaſe : 
Amidſt ten thouſand Dangers ſpur him on, 
With Leſs of Blood and Limbs, to hunt Renown. 
Who, for. Reward of many a Wound, and Maim, 


And the poor Comfort of a grinning Fate, 


But hold (cries one) your paltry gibing Wit, 
Or learn, henceforth, to aim it more aright - 
If this be any; tit a glorious Fault, 


The Hero's Virtue, and chief Excellence: 

Pray, what was Alexander in your Senſe ? 
A Fool belike. Yes, faith, Sir, much the ſame; 
A crack-brain'd Huff, that ſet the World on Flame; 
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A Lunatick broke looſe, who, in his Fit, 
Fell foul on all, invaded- all he met: | 
Who, Lord of the-whole Globe, yet, not "ING 
Lack'd Elbow-room,. and ſeem'd too cloſely pent. 
What Madneſs was't, that, born to a fair Throne, 
Where he might rule with Juſtice and Renown, 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chuſe to roam, 
A pitied Wretch, with neither Eouſe nor Home, 
And hurling War and Slaughter up and down, 
Thro' the wide World, make his vaſt Folly known ? 
Happy, for ten good Reaſons, had it been, 
If Macedon had had a Bedlam then: 
That there, with Keepers, under cloſe Reſtraint, 
He might have been from frantick Miſchief pent. 
But that we mayn't in long Digreſſions now 
Diſcourſe all Reinolds *, on the Paſſions thro”, 
And ranging them in Method tiff and grave, 
| Rhime on by Chapter, and by Paragraph; 
Let's quit the preſent Topick of Diſpute, 
For More and Cudworth to enlarge about; 
And take a View of Man, in his beſt Ligllt, 
Wherein he ſeems to moſt Advantage ſet. 

*Tis he-alone (you'll ſay) 'tis happy be, 7 5 
That e ne W *» | 


-S Dr. ae wrote * Ti n wo the Paſſons, 4to. 
| e 
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That Whig and Tory-Lions, in wild Jars, 
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Reſpect the Figure ſtill in the fame kind: 
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. And ſtrive ſome meaner Fzg.e to undo: 
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He tale dwells fn owns, iv only Jeen- 


Does only Magiftrates and Rulers chu, 
nd live ſecur d by Government and'Laws. | 
is granted Sir; but yet without all theſe,  - 

Without your boaſted Laws and Policies, 

Or Fear of 'Judges, or of Juſtices; 0 
Whoever ſaw the Wolves, that he can ſay, 

Like more Inhuman us, ſo bent on Prey, 
To rob their Fellow - Wolves upon the Way? 
Whoever ſaw Church and Fanatick-Bear, 

Like ſavage Mankind, one another tear? 
What Tyger &er aſpiring to be great, 

In Plots and Factions did embroil the State? 
Or when was't heard upon the- Lybian Plains, 
Where the ſtern Monarch of the Deſart reigns, 


Madly engag'd for Choice of Sheriffs and May'r rs 7 
The herceſt creatures we in Nature find, 
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To others rough, to theſe they gentle be, | 
And live from Noiſe, from Feuds and Actions free. 
No Eagle does upon his Peerage ſue, 
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No Fox was eber faborn'd by Spite or Hire, 
Againſt his Brother Fox his Life to ſwear: 
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Nor any Hind, for Impotence at Rut, 
Did e'er the Stag, into the Arches * put; 
Where grave Dean, the weighty Caſe might late, 
What makes in Law a carnal- job complete: 
They fear no dreadful Q Marranto Writ, 
To ſhake their ancient Privilege and Right: 
No Courts of Seſſions, or Aſſize are there, 
No Common-Pleas, King s- Bench, or Chanc g. Bar. 
But happier they , by Nature's Charter free, 5 8 ! 


Secure and ſafe, in mutual Peace agree, 
And know no other Law but Equity. - + 
'Tis Man, 'tis Man alone, that worlt of Brutes, 
Who firſt brought up the Trade of cutting Throats, 
Did Honour firſt, that barbarous Term deviſe, 
Unknown to all the gentler Savage; | 
As *twere not thought enough to've fetch'd Rem nen, 
Powder and Guns, with all the Arts to kill, 
Farther to plague the World, he muſt ingroſs ' | 
Huge Codes, and bulky Pandects of the Laws, ci 
With Doctors Gloſſes, to perplex the Cauſe, 
Where darken'd Equity 1 is kept from Light, 
Under vaſt Reams of Nonſenſe buried quite. 
Gently, good Sir . (ery you) <vhy all this Rant, # N 
Van has his a _ 4 "oe we — ; 
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He has bis F railties and Blind ſides, who doubts ?. 
But his leaft Virtues balance all his Faults. | 
Pray, was it not this bold, this thinking Man, - 

_ That meaſur d Heawn, and taught the Stars to ſean, 
Wheſe boundleſs Wit, with fearing Wirgs durft , N 

Beyond the flaming Borders of the Sy; 
Turn'd Nature o'er, and with à piercing View, 
Each Cranny fearch'd, and loo#d her thro' and thro". 
Which of the Brutes have. ie, #4 
wW ben was it heard, that they &er tcok Degrees, 
O. were Profeſſors of the Faculties? | 
Ay Law or. Phyfick were they ever known _ 
7 o merit Velvet, or a ſcarlet Gown ? 
No, queſlionleſs; nor did we ever read, 
Of Quacks, with them that were Licentiates, made 
| By Patent to profeſs the pois'ning Trade: _ 
| No Doctors i in the Deſk there hold Diſpute | 
About Black-padding, while the wondring Rout 
; Liſten to hear the knotty Truth made out: 
1 Nor Virtuoſoes teach deep Myſteries  _- 
Of Arts for pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies. 
But not to urge the Matter farther now, 
1.38 Nor ſearch i it to the Depth, what tis to know, 
And whether we know any thing or no: 
Anſwer me only this, what Man is there ” 
In this vile, thankleſs Age, wherein we are, 
1 Who does by Senſe and Learning Value bear ? 
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Would'ft thou get Honour, and a fair EAate, 

And have the Looks and Favours of the Great? 

Cries an old Father to his blooming Son, 

Take the right Courſe, be ruPd by me, "tis done. 

Leave mouldy Authors to the reading Fools, 

The poring Crowds in Colleges and Schools + 
How much is threeſcore Nobles ? Twenty Pound. — 
Well ſaid, my Son, the Anſwer's moſt profound; 

Go, thou know? all that's requiſite to know 5 + 
What Wealth on thee, «vhat Honours haſt to few? 

In theſe high Sciences 1hy/elf employ, 

Inflead of Plato, take thy Hodder“, Boy. 

Learn there the Art to audit an Account, ; 

To what the King's Revenue does amount * 

How. much the Cuſtoms and Exciſe bring in, 

And what the Managers each Year purloin. 

Get a Caſe-harden'd Conſcience, Iriſh Proof, 

Which nought of Pity, Senſe or Shame can move : 

Turn Algerine, Barbarian, Turk or Jew, | 
| Unjufty inhuman, treacherous, baſe, untrue, 

Neer flick at Wrong ; hang Widows Sighs and Tears, © | 

The Cant of Priefts to frighten U/urers 3 | 
Baoggle at nothing to increaſe thy Store, 
Not Orphans Spoils, nor Plunder of the Poor + 


* The Author of a Book of Arithmetich. 
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Aud ſcorning paltry Rules of Honeſty, | 
By Jarer Methods raiſe thy Fortune high. 
When Shoals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, , 
Dcctors, Diwines, Aftrolegers and Lawyers 3 
Authors of every Sort, and every Size, - 
To thee their. Works and Labours fhall addreſs, 
With pompous Lines their Dedications fill, 
And learnedly, in Greek and Latin, tell 
Lies to thy Fact, that thou haft deep Iufight, 
And art a mighty Fudge of what they write. ; z 
He, that is Rich, is every thing, that is, 3 
Without one Grain ef Wiſdem, he is viſe, y . 
And knowing nought, knows all the Sciences e 
He's witty, gallant, wirtuous, generous, flout, 
Fell. born, well-bred, cell ſpap d, awell-dreſt, avhat'uot ? 
Low'd by the Great, and courted bythe Fair, 
For nonethat cer bad Riches found Deſpair ; 

Gold to the loath/om'ſt Object bia a Grace, 

And ſets it off, and makes ev\n Bovey * pleaſe © q 
But tatter'd Poverty they all deſpiſe, | 

Lede fands aloof, and from the Scare-crow flies 

Thus a ſtanch Miſer to his hopeful Brat, 

Chalks out the Way, that leads to an Eſtate: 
Whoſe Knowledge oft, with utmoſt Stretch of Brain, 
No higher than this Secret can e * e 


*» An old batter'd Court Fop of thoſ: Times. 


— — — — ood, ORE 
— == — — ä —- 


BOILEAU, IMITATED. 121 
Five and Four's Nine, take o ** * 


remains. 0 
Go, Doctor, after NOW a4 aa 3 | 
Unravel Scripture with induſtrious Pains : wer 4 
On muſty Fathers waſte your fruitleſs Hours, 

Correct the Criticks and Expoſitors : 


Out- vie great Silliug fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, | 


And there confound both Bellarmine and Nome? 
Or glean the Rabbies of their learned Store, * 
To find what Father Simon has paſt oer: 

Then at the laſt ſome bulky Piece compile, ; 
There lay out all your Time, and Pains, and Skill; 
And when tis done and finiſhed for the Preſs, 

To ſome great Name the mighty Work addreſs; _ 
Who, for a full Reward of all your Toil, 

Shall pay you with a gracious Nod or Smile: 

Juſt Recompence of Life too vainly ſpent; _ 

An empty Thank you Sir, and Compliment. 

But if to higher honours you pretend, : 

Take the Advice and Counſel of a Friend; 

Here quit the Deſk,” and throw your Scarlet by, 

And to ſome gainful Courſe yourſelf apply. _ 

Go practiſe with ſome Banker how to cheat, 
There's Choice in Town, (enquire in Lombard. fireet. 
Let Scor and Oclan wrangle as they pleaſe, | | 
And thus, in ſhort, with me conclude the Caſe, 5 | 
A or is no better than a an Aſs, 
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” * Sir? yourſelf + PIO a care, 
7 bis is to puſh your Raillery tos fr. 
But not to boſe the time in triſling thus, + 
Beſide the Point, come now more home, and cloſe : ; 


| That Man has Reaſon, is beyond ug 
Nor will yourſelf Ithink dem me that : :- 
And was not this fair Pilot given to flter, _ 


His tott'ring Bark through Life's rough Ocean bere * 


All this I grant: but if in Spite of it, 


The Wreich, on every Rock he ſees, will ſplit, 
To what great Purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve, 


But to miſguide his Courſe, and make him ſwerve ? 


What boots it, Howard *, when it ſays, Give oer 


Thy {cribbling Itth, and play the Fool no more, 


If her vain Counſels, purpos'd to reclaim, - 

Only avail to harden him in Shame? _ 

e and n and damn d the thouſand 
time, 

Still be writes on, is fine in 1 8 

His Verſe, which he does every where recite, 

Puts all his Neighbours and his Friends to flight; 


Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, they haſte —_.. 


» or wil | bis very od be hired to _ : 


* The 1 ee 1 Auer of been 


indifferent Plays. 


LEA, IMITATED: | 123 


The Aſs, whom Nature, Reaſon has deny'd, 59 
Content with Inftin& for his ſurer Guide, f 
Still follows that, and wiſelier does proceed: 

He ne'er aſpires. with his harſh braying Note, 

The Songſters of the wood to challenge out: 
Nor like this awkward Smatterer in Arts, 

| Sets up himſelf for a vain Aſs of Parts; 

Of Reaſon void, he ſees and gains his End, © 4 

While Man who does to that falſe Light pretend, c | 
Wildly gropes on, and in broad Day is blind. J 

By Whimſy led, he does all things by Chance, 

And acts in each, againſt all common Senſe. 

Pleas'd, and diſpleas'd, with every Thing at once, 

He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ans * 

Unable to diſtinguiſh good or bad,, 

For nothing he is gay, for nothing ſad : 

At random loves and loaths; avoids, purſues, 1 
Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, does, undoes. ] | 
Did we, like him, e'er ſee the Dog or Bear | 
Chimeras of their own deviſing Fear? j 
Frame needleſs Doubts, and for thoſe Doubts forego w— 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them to? | 
And with their Pleaſures awkwardly at ſtrife, | 
With ſcaring Phantoms, pall the ſweets of Life ? 
Tell me grave Sir, did ever Man ſee Beaſt 

So much below himſelf and Senſe debas'd, 
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A Doctor, Sir? yourſelf + ay 7 4 care, 

This i is to puſh your Raillery too fur. 
But not to boſe the time in trifling that, « 
Beſide the Point, come now more home, and 9. I 
That Man has Reaſon, is beyond Debate, 
Nor will yourſelf Ithink deny me that : 
And was not this fair Pilot given to fleer, _ 
His tott ring Bark through Life's rough Ou here ? 
All this I grant: but if in Spite of it, 
The Wretch, on every Rock he ſees, will ſplit, 
To what great Purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve,” 
But to miſguide his Courſe, and make him ſwerve ? 
What boots it, Howard *, when it ſays, Give oer 
Thy ſcribbling Itch, and play the Fool no more, 
If her vain Counſels, purpos'd to reclaim, - 
Only avail to harden him in Same? 
Tt Bo and hiſs'd, and damn d r thouſand 
time, 

Still he writes on, is tina in Rhime: 0 

His Verſe, which he does every where recite, 
Puts all his Neighbours and his Friends to flight; 
Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, they haſte away, 
Je Nor wil his very Groom be hired to ys 1 


5 . * The Honourable Edward Howard, Aicher of de 
indifferent Plays. . 
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Content with Inſtinct for his ſurer Guide, 

Still follows that, and wiſelier does proceeds: 

He ne'er aſpires with his harſh bray ing Note, 
The Songfters of the wood to challenge out: 

Nor like this awkward Smatterer in Arts, - 

Sets up himſelf for a vain Aſs of Parts; 

Of Reaſon void, he ſees and gains his End, 0 


The Aſs, whom Nature, Reaſon has deny'd, 5 


While Man who does to that falſe Light pretend, 

Wildly gropes on, and in broad Day is blind. J 

By Whimſy led, he does all things by Chance, 

And acts in each, againſt all common Senſe. 

Pleas'd, and diſpleas'd, with every Thing at once, 

| He knows not what he ſeeks; nor what he ans: 3 
Unable to diſtinguiſh good or bad, 

For nothing he is gay, for nothing ſad : _ 

At random loves and loaths; avoids, purſues, 

Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, does, undoes. 

Did we, like him, e'er ſee the Dog or Bear 

Chimeras of their own deviſing Fear? 

Frame needleſs Doubts, and for thoſe Doubts forego 5 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them to? 

And with their Pleaſures awkwardly at ſtrife, 
With ſcaring Phantoms, pall the ſweets of Life? 

Tell me grave Sir, did ever Man ſee Beaſt 

So much below himſelf and Senſe debas'd, 
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To worſhip Man with ſuperſtitious Fear, 
And fondly, to his Idol, Temples rear x 
Was he e'er ſeen with Pray'rs and Sacrifi+ „ 
Approach to him as Ruler of the Skies, 
To beg: for Rain or Sun-ſhine on his Knees? 
No, never: But a thouſand Times has Beaſt, 
Seen Man beneath the meaneſt Brute debas'd, 
Fall low to Wood and Metal heretofore, 
And madly his own Workmanſhip adore : 
Iq Egypt oft has ſeen a Sot how down, | 
And reverence ſome deify'd Babon: 
Has often ſeen him on the Banks of Ml, 
Say Pray'rs to the Almighty Crocodile: 
And now each Day, in ev'ry Street abroad, 
| Sces proſtrate Fools adore a Breaden-God. 
| But why (ſay you) theſe ſpiteful dnftances | 
Of Egypt and its groſs Idolatries P 55 os 
: Of Rome, and hers, as much ridiculuus?- 
What are theſe lewd Buffboneries tous. Po 
How gather you from ſuch wild Proofs as theſe, 
That Man, a Doctor, is beneath an Aſs ? 
An Aſs { that heavy ſtupid lumpiſo Beaſt, 
T he Sport and Mocking-ſteck of all the . „ 
M bom they all urn, and ah they all deſpiſe, 
Whoſe very Name all Satire does cempriſe ® 


BOILEAU, IMITATED. ny. 


An Aſs sir? Ves: Pray what ſhould- make us 
| leo ts 75 chro 

Now he unjuſtly is our Jory wa 1 Sof, Ot 

But if one Day he ſhould: Occaſion find. 

Upon our Follies to expreſs his Mind; FOOTE 
If Heav'n “ as once of Old, to check 9 Man, | | 

By Miracle ſhould give him Speech again; _ 
What would he ſay, d'ye think, could he ſpeak out, 
Nay Sir, betwixt us two, what would he not? 
What would he ſay, were he condemn'd to ſtand, 
For one long Hour, in F leer-fireet or the Strand. 

To caſt his eyes upon the motly Throng, 

The two leg'd Herd that daily paſs along; 

To ſee their old Diſguiſes, Furs and Gowns, *' 

Their Caſſocks, Cloaks, Lawn-ſleeves,andPantaloons? 

What would he ſay to ſee a Velvet ga e 
Walk with the Price of Forty kill'd on's Back: 

Or mounted on a Stage, and gaping loud, 

Commend his Drugs and Ratſbane to the crowd? 
What would he think upon a Lord Mayor's Day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry ſurvey; 

Or view the Judges and their ſolemn Train, 

Marth with grave Decency to kill a Man? 


* Balaam's Aſs, 
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What would he think of us ſhould he appear | 


In Term among the Crowds at Veſiminſter, 


And there the helliſh Din and Jargon hear, 
Where Fefzries and his Pack, with deep mouth'd Notes, 
Drown Billing gate and all its Oyſter-Boats ? | 


There ſee the Judges, Serjeants, Barriſters, 
Attorneys, Counſellors, Sollicitors, 
Criers and Clerks, and all the ſavage Crew, 


Which wretched Man at his own Charge undo ? 


If after Proſpect of all this the Aſs 
Should find the Voice he had in E/op's Days; 
Then, Doctor, then, caſting his Eyes around 
On Human Fools, which ev'ry where abound, 
Content with Thiſtles from all Envy free, 
And ſhaking his grave Head, no doubt, he'd cry, { 
_ Good * Mons ii a Ts as ne» as Wee 
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The pos T comforts a Friend, that is Ant concern 54 
for the Loſs of a conſiderable Sum of Money, of which 
he has lately been cheaggd by & Perſon to whom he in- 
truſted the ſame. This he 'does by ſhewing, that no- i 
"thing comes to paſs in the World cuithout Divine Pro- 
wvidence, and that wicked Men, (however they ſeem to 
eſcape its Puniſhment here) yet ſuffer abundantly in the 

| Torments of an evil Conſcience. And, by the Way, 


takes Occaſion to laſh the Degencracy and Vi Uainy of the 
preſent Times 
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'T here is not one baſe Act, which Men commit, 
But carries this ill Sting along with it., 
That to the Author it creates, Regret: 
And this is ſome Revenge at leaſt, that be 
Can ne'er acquit himſelf of Villainy, 
Tho? a brib'd Judge and Jury ſet him free. 
a People, Sir, abhor, (as ? tis but juſt} | 
Your faithleſs Friend, who lately broke his Truſt, 
And curſe the treach'rous Deed : But Thanks to Fate, 
That has not bleſs'd you with ſo ſmall Eſtate, 
But that with Patience you may bear the Croſs, 
And need not ſink under fo mean a Loſs; 
Beſides, your Caſe for leſs Concern does call, 
Becauſe tis what does uſually befal,  _ 
Ten thouſand ſuch, might be alledg'd with Eaſe, 
Out of the common Crowd of Inſtances. 
Then ceaſe for Shame, imoderate Regret, 
And don't your Manhood, and your Senſe forget: 
is womaniſh and filly, to lay forth _ 
More Coſt in Grief, than a Misſortune's worth, 
| You ſcarce can bear a puny trifling III, 
| It goes ſo deep, pray Heav'n, it does not kill ! 
| And all this Trouble, and this vain ado, 
Becauſe a Friend (for ooth) has prov'd untrue. 
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Shame of your Beard! can this fo much amaze? 
Were you not born in good King Femmy's Days, 5 
And are not you at length, yet wHer grown, | 
When threeſcore Winters on your Head have ſnown } 
Almighty Wiſdom gives in Holy Writ, 
Wholſome Advice to all that follow it: 
And thoſe that will not its great Counſels hear, 
May learn, from meer Experience, how to bear 
{Without vain Stragling) Fortune's Yoke, and how 
They ought, her rudeſt Shocks to undergo. 
There's not a Day ſo ſolemn thro' the Year, 
Not one red Letter, in the Calendar, "= 
But we, of ſome new Crime diſcover'd, hear. 
Theft, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, what not? 
Money by cheating, padding, poisning got. 
Nor is it ſtrange ; fo few, are now, the Good, 
That fewer ſcarce were left at Noab's Flood : 
Should Sadom's Angel here in Fire deſcend, 
Our Nation wants ten Men to ſave the Land. 
Fate has reſerv'd us for the very Lees 
Of Time, where III admits of no Degrees: f 
An Age ſo bad, old Poets ne'er could frame, OG 
Nor find a Metal“ out to give't a Name, 


* 


1 Alluding to Ovid's four Ages of the World, wiz. the 


Golden Age, the Silver Age, the Braſs Age, and the Iron Age. 
Vor, II, K 
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This your Experience knows, and yet for all, 

On Faith of God, and Man, aloud you call, 

Louder, than on Queen Bes Day, the Rout 

For Antichriſt, burnt in Effigy, ſhout : 15 

But tell me, Sir, tell me, grey-headed Boy, . 

Do you not know, what Lech'ry Men enjoy ö 

In ſtolen Goods? For God's ſake, don't you ſee HJ 

How they all laugh at your Simplicity, 

When gravely you forewarn of Perjury ? 

Preach up a God, and Hell, vain empty Names, 

Exploded now for idle thread-bare Shams, 

Devis'd by Prieſts, and by none elſe behev'd, 

Fer ſince great Hobbes the World has undeceiv'd? 
This might have paſs'd with the plain ſimple Race 

Of our Forefather's, in King Arthur's Days: 

E'er mingling with corrupted foreign Seed, 

We learn'd their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed, 

E'er yet bled. Albion, high in ancient Fame, 

With her firſt Innocence, refign'd her Name. 

Fair Dealing then, and downright Honeſty, 

And plighted Faith were good Security:: 

No vaſt Ingroſſments for Eſtates were made, 

Nor Deeds, large as the Lands which they convey'd- 


0 See hi Leviathan, | 
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To bind a Truſt, there lack'd no formal Ties 1 
Of Paper, Wax, and Seals, and Witneſſes, g 18 
Nor ready Coin, but ſterling Promiſes : | 
Each took the other's Word, and that would go . 
For current then, and more than Oaths do now: 
None had Recourſe to Chanc'ry for Defence, 
Where you forego your Right with leſs Expence: : 
Nor Traps were yet ſet up for Perjurers, 
That catch Men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. 85 
Then Knave and Villain, Things unheard of TY 


Scarce in a Century did one appear, 
And he, more gaz'd at, than a Blazing-ftar, 
If a young Stripling put not off his Hat, 
In high ReſpeR, to every Beard he met, 
Tho' a Lord's Son and Heir, *twas held a Crime, 
That ſcarce deſerv'd its Clergy , in that Time: 
So venerable then was four Years odds, © 
And grey.old Heads were reverenc'd as Gods. 
Now if a Friend, once in an Age, prove Juſt, 

If he miraculouſly keep his Truſt, 

And without Force of Law deliver all 
That's due, both Intereſt and Principal; | 

Prodigious Wonder! fit for Sono to tel, 

And ſtand recorded in his een $, = 


» 1 The Benefit 7 the Clerg in criminal Caſes, 
K2 


A Man of Faith and Uprightne(s is grown | — 
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With Streams of Mill: or Blood, to Graveſend down. 
By treach'rous Fraud: Another may be found, 
Double to that; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 

If they but ſcape the Knowledge of Mankind: 
The Raſcal lays his Hand upon the Book : 


Claps on his Lips, and ſeals the Perjury : 
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A Thing leſs memorable would require 
As great a Monument as London Fire. 


So ſtrange a Creature, both in Court and Ton 
That he with Elephants may well be ſhown. 

A Monſter more uncommon than a Whale 

At Bridge, the laſt great Comet or the Hail; 
Than Thames's double Tide, or ſhould he run 


You're troubled, that you've loſt five hundred Pound 
Has loſt a thouſand : And another yet, 


Tittle do Folks the heav'nly Powers mind, 


Obſerve with how demure and grave a Look, 
Then, with a praying Face and lifted Eye, 


If you perſiſt his Innocence ta doubt, 

And boggle in Belief; hell trait rap-out © 
Oaths by the Volley, each of which would make 
Pale Atheiſts ſtart, and trembling Bullies quake; 
And more than would a whole Ship's Crew maintain 
To the Eaſt-Indies hence, and back again. 
As God fhull pardon me, Sir, I am free 
Of what you charge me with : Let me ne er. ſce 
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T heſe Eyes drop wut, if I ter had a Groat 

O your's,. or if they ever touch d or ſaau t. | 
Thus he'll pun on, two Hours in length, till he 
Spin out a Curſe, long as the Litany : 

Till Heav'n has ſcarce a Judgment left in Store 


His Face in Heawen elſe: May theſe Hands rot, q 


For him to with, deſerve or ſuffer more. | 


There are, who diſavow all Providence, 
And think the World ts only ſteer'd by Chance : * 
Make God, at beſt, an idle Looker-on, | 
A lazy Monarch, lolling in his Throne: : 
Who, his Affairs, does neither mind nor know, 
But leaves them all at Random here below: 
And ſuch, at ev'ry Foot, themſelves will damn, 
And Oaths, no more than common Breath, eſteem > 
No Shame, nor Loſs of Ears, can frighten theſe, 
Were ev'ry Street a Grove of Pillories. 

Others there be, that own a God, and fear 
His Vengeance to enſue, and yet forſwear: 
Thus to himſelf, ſays one, Lot Heav'n deres 
What Doom ſer its Pleaſure wall of me : 


Plague, Pox, Conſumption, all the Maladies 
H both the Spuihes * 3 fo I get my Prize 


Strike me with Blindneſs, Paljies, Leproſies, 5 8 q 


* Hoſpitals for the Poor, 
82 os 3h 
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9 herefore, I'll rather his Forgiveneſs traſt, 
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And hold it ſure; Il. ſuffer theſe, and more 3 

All Plagues are light, to that of being poor. 

T here's not a begging Cripple in the Streets, 

( Unleſs he, with his Limbs, has boft bis Wits, © 
And is grown fit for Bedlam) but no Doubt, 

To have his Wealth, would have the rich Man's Gout, 
Grant Heaven's Vengeance heavy be; what tho' ? 


The heavieſt Things move ſloweſt ftill wwe know : 


And, MF it puniſh all that guilty be, 
*T avill be an Age before it come to me + 
Cod too is merciful, as well as juſt; © 


Than live deſpis'd and poor, as thus I muſt : 
Pll try and hope, he's mom 


Then for ſuch trivial Things as theſe, to damn. 


Befides, for the ſame Fact, aue ve often known 
One mount the Cart, another mount the Throne : 
Aud fouleſt Deeds, attended with Succeſs, 

No longer are reputed Wickedueſs, 


| Diſeuiſed with Virtues Livery and Dreſs. 


With theſe weak Arguments they fortify, 
And harden up themſelves in Villainy : 
The Raſcal now dares call you to account, 
And in what Court you pleaſe, * Iſſue on't: 


* Perkin Warbeck, executed for his Pretences to the 


Crown in in the Reign of K. Hen, VII, 
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Next Term-he'll bring the Action to be try'd, 

And twenty Witneſſes to ſwear on's Side: 

And if that Juſtice to his Cauſe be found, 

Expects a Verdict of five hundred Pound. 

Thus he, who boldly dares the Guilt out-face, 

For Innocent ſhall with the Rabble paſs: 

While you, with Impudence, and Sham run down,. 

Are only thought the Knave by all the Town. 

Mean Time, poor you at Heav'n exclaim, and rail 

Louder than Fe#77es.at the Bar does bawl :: 

Is there a Pow'r above ? and does he bear? 

And can he tamely Thunderbolts forbear ? 

To. aubat vain. End do we with Pray'rs adore 

And on our bended Knees his: Aid implore.?- 

Where is his Rule, if no Reſpe2 be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good or Bad? 

And who, henceforth, will any Credit ſhow 

To what his lying Priefts teach here below b 

IK this be Providence“ 3 for aug hi 1 fee," 

Bliss d Saint, Vaninus ! I Gall follow thee + 

Little's the Odds *twixt ſuch a God and tbat, 
Which Atheiſt Lewis wore upon his Hat. 


* Faninus, a famous Atheiſt, wrote a Treatiſe againſt 


Providence, intitled, Æternæ Providentie Amphitheatrum ; 
for which he was burat in France, Anno 1619. 
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Thus you blaſpheme and rave: But pray, Sir, try 
What Comforts my weak Reaſon can apply, 
Who never yet read Plutarch, hardly ſaw, 
And am but meanly 'vers'd in Seneca. 


In Cafes dangerous, and hard of Cure, 


We have Recourſe to Scarborough or Lower + 


But if they don't fo deſperate appear, 


We truſt to meaner Doctor's Skill and Care. 


I there were never in the World before 


So foul a Deed, I'm dumb, not one Word more: Y 
O' God's Name then, let both your Sluices flow, 


And all th' Extravagance of Sorrow ſhow ; 


And tear your Hair, and thump your mournful Breaſt, 
As if your deareft Firft-born were deceas'd. 

Tis granted, that a greater Grief attends 
Departed Guineas, than departed Friends: | 
None ever counterfeits upon this Score, * 
Nor need he do it; the Thought of being poor g 


Will ſerve alone, to make the Eyes run o'er. 
Loſt Gold is griev'd with true unfeigned Tears, 


More true than Sorrow of expecting Heirs, 

At their dead Father's Funerals, tho? here | 

The Back and Hands no pompous Mourning wear. 
But if the like Complaints be daily found 


At Weſtminſter, and in all Courts abound ; 
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If Bonds and Obligations can't prevail, 
But Men deny their very Hand and Seal, 
Sign'd with the Arms of the whole Pedigree 
Of their dead Anceftors, to vouch the Lie; 
If Temple Walks and Smithfield never fail | 
Of plying Rogues, that ſet their Souls to ſale 
To the firſt Paſſenger, that bids a Price, 
And make their Livelihood of Perjuries; 
For God's Sake, why are you ſo delicate, 
And think it hard to ſhare the common Fate? 
And why muſt you alone be Fav'rite thought 
Of Heav'n, and we for Reprobates caſt out? 
The Wrong you bear is hardly worth Regard, 
Much leſs your juſt Reſentment, if compar'd 
With greater Outrages to others done, 
Which daily happen, and alarm the Town : 
Compare the Villains who cut Throats for Bread, * 


Or Houſes fire, of late a gainful Trade, 

By which our City was in Aſhes laid: 
Compare the facrilegious Burglary, 

From which no Place can Sanctuary be, 

That rifles Churches of Communion-plate, 

Which good King Edward's Days did dedicate : 

Think, who durſt ſteal St. Alban's Font of Brafs, 

That chriſten'd half the Royal Scoriſe Race: 
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Who ſtole the Chalices at Ch:chefer, 

In which themſelves received the Day before? 
Or that bold daring. Hand, of. freſh.-Renown, - 
Who ſcorning common Booty, ſtole a Crown: 
Compare too, if you pleaſe, the horrid Plot, 


With all the Perjuries, to make it out, 


Or make it nothing, for theſe laſt three Years; 
Add to it Tynne's f and Godfrey's Murderers : 


And if theſe ſeem but ſlight and trivial Things, 
Add thoſe that have, and would have murder'd Kings. 


And yet how little's this of Villainy, 


To what our Judges oft in one Day try.? 


This, to convince you, do but travel down, 
When the next Circuit comes, with Pemberton, 
Or any of the Twelve, and there but mind, 
How many Rogues there are of human Kind, 
And let me hear you, when you're back again. 
Say you are wrong'd, and if you dare, complain. 
None wonder, who in Z/px-Hundreds live, 
Or Sheppy land, to have Agues rife ; 


Nor would you think it much in Africa, 


If you great Lips and ſhort flat Noſes ſaw :: 
Becauſe *tis ſo by Nature of each Place ; 


And therefore, there for no ſtrange Things they: paſs, 


* Bloud. ” 4 Murdered by 5047 
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In Lands where Pigmies are, to ſee a Crane 

(As Kites do Chickens here) ſweep up a Man, 

In Armour clad, with us would make a Show, 

And ſerve to entertain at BarthoPmexy 

Yet there it goes for no great Prodigy, 

Where the whole Nation is but one Foot high ? 

Then why, fond Man, ſhould you ſo much admire, 

Since Knave is of our Growth, and' common here ? 
But muſt ſuch Perjury eſcape (ſay you) 

And ſhall it ever thus unpuniſhd'go ? 

Grant he were dragg'd to Jail this very Hour, 

To ftarve and rot; ſuppoſe it in your Pow'r 

To rack and torture him all Kind of Ways, 

To hang, or burn, or kill him as you pleaſe ; 

(And what would your Revenge itſelf have more ?) 

Yet this, all this, would not your Caſh reſtore: 

| And where would be the Comfort, where the Good, 

If you could waſh your Hands in's reeking Blood? 

Put Oh, Revenge more ſaveet than Life! Tis true, 

| So the Unthinking ſay, and the mad Crew 

Of hect'ring Blades, who for ſlight Cauſe, or none, 

At every Turn, are into Paſſion blown: 

Whom the leaſt Trifles, with Revenge inſpire, 

And at each Spark, like Gunpowder, take Fire; 

Theſe, unprovok'd, kill the next Man they meet, 

For being ſo ſaucy as to walk the Street ; 


(Who ſhew'd how high, without the help of Grace, 


And tho' the Guiltleſs drank the pois'nous Doſe, 


Not ſo our great, good Martyr'd King, of late 


Forgave, and bleſs'd them with his dying Pray'rs. 
May purge our Minds, and weed all Errors thence ; 


Other than them, thro* Life to be our Guide. 


To craz'd and fiekly Minds, the poor Stave 


An Injury, too weak to bear Affront: 
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And at the Summons of each tiny Drab,. 
Not ſo of Old, the mild good Socrazes, 


Well-cultivated: Nature might be wrought) 
He a more noble Way of Suff*ring taught, 


Neer wiſh'd a Drop to his accuſing Foes. 

(Could we his bleſt Example imitate) 

Who, tho? the great'ſt of mortal Sufferers, 

Yet, kind to his rebellious Murderers, c 
Thus we, by found Divinity and Senſe, 

Theſe lead us into Right, nor ſhall we need 

Revenge is but a Frailty, ineident 

Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount 

And this you may infer, becauſe we find, 

Tis moſt in poor unthinking Womankind, 


Who wreak their feeble Spite on all they can, 
And are more kin to Brute, than braver Man-. 
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But why ſhould you imagine, Sir, that thoſe 
Eſcape unpunHh'd, who ſtill feel the Throws, | 
And Pangs of a rack'd Soul, and (which is worſe 
Than all the Pains which can the Body curſe) 1 
The ſecret Gnawings of unſeen Remorſe? 
Believ't they ſuffer greater Puniſhment 
Than Rome's Inquiſttors could e'er invent, 

Nor all the Tortures, Racks and Cruelties, 

Which ancient Perſecutors could deviſe, 

Nor all that Fox's bloody Records tell, . 
Can match what Brauſbaav and Rawilliac feel, { 
Who in their Breaſts, carry about their Hell. 

I've read this Story, but I know not where, 
Whether in Hactwell, or Beard's Theatre“: 

A certain Spartan, whom a Friend, like ou, 
Had trufted with a hundred Pound or two, 
Went to the Oracle, to know if he, 
With Safety, might the Sum in Truf! deny. 
*Twvas anfwwer'd, No, that if he durſt forſwear, 
He ſhould e'er long for's Knavery pay dear: 
Hence Fear, not Honeſtly, made him refund, 

Tei to bis Cof , the Sentence true he Found : 


-—S Mr Beard wrote a Book, intitled, The Theatre of Guts 
* &c, | 
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Think, Sir, what Fate awaits your treach'rous Friend, 


f Purſue his Steps, and dog him whereſoe'r 


Theſe ſtrait creep in, and pall his Mirth and Joy. 


than to his Corps, it could paſt Life reſtore. 


| naked Sword hanging over him by a ſingle Thread, upon 
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Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, 0 
The moſt remote of his whole Pedigree, | 
Periſb' d (as there tis told) in Miſery. 

Now, to apply ; if ſuch be the ſad End 
Of Perjury, tho? but in Thought deſign'd, 


Who has not only thought, but done to you 
All this and more ; think what he ſuffers now, 
And think what ev'ry Villain ſuffers elſe, | 
That dares, like him, be faithleſs, baſe and falſe. 
Pale Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 


He goes, and if from his loath'd ſelf he fly, | 
To herd, like wounded Deer, in Company, { 


Afford no Reliſh to his ſickly Taſte, 

Infipid all, as Damocles's Feaſt.* 

Ev*n Wine, the greateſt Blefling of Mankind, 
The beſt Support of the dejected Mind, 
Apply'd to his dull Spirits, warms no more, 


The choiceſt Dainties, ev'n by Lumley dreſt, q 


— 
* 


® A ere Courtier to Dionyſus the Tyrant, who be- 
ing invited by that Prince to an Entertainment, perceived 


which he interceded for Pardon, and became more humble 
for the future. 
3 
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Darkneſs he fears, nor dares he truſt his Bed 
Without a Candle watching by his Side: 

And if the wakeful Traubles of his Breaft, 

To his toſs'd Limbs, allow one Moment's Reft, 


Straitways, the Groans of Ghoſts, and hideous Screams 


Of tortur'd Spirits, haunt his frightful Dreams: 
Strait then returns to his:tormented Mind, 

His perjur'd Act, his injur'd God, and Friend: 
Strait he imagines you before his Eyes, 

Ghaſtly of Shape, and of prodigious Size, 

With glaring Eyes, cleft Foot and monſtrous Tail, 
And bigger.than the Giant's at Guildhall, 

Stalking with horrid Strides acroſs the Room, 

And Guards of Fiends to drag him to his Doom; 
Hereat he falls in dreadful Agonies, 

And dead, cold Sweats, his trembling Members ſeize; 
Then ftarting wakes, and with a diſmal voy 
Calls to his Aid his frighted Family ; 

There owns the Crime, and vows upon a Ads Knees 
The ſacred Pledge, next Morning to releaſe. 

_ Theſe are the Men, whom the leaſt Terrors daunt, 
Who at the Sight of their own Shadows faint; 
Theſe, if it chance to lighten, are aghaſt, 
And quake, for Fear, leſt every Flaſh ſhould blaſt: 
Theſe ſwoon.away-at the firſt Thunder-clap, 

As if *twere not what uſually does hap.; 
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The caſual'cracking of a Cloud, but ſent 
By angry Heaven, for their Pumiſhment : 


And if unhurt they ſcape the Tempeſt nos, 


Still dread the greater Vengeance to enſue : 
"Theſe the leaſt Symptoms of a Fever fright, 
Water high-colour'd; want of Reſt at Night, 
Or a diſorder'd Pulſe firait makes them fhrink, 


And preſently for Fear, ready to fink 


Into their Graves: Their Time they think is come, 


And Heav'n, in Judgment, now has ſent their Doom. 


Nor dare they, tho' in Whiſper, waft a Pray'r, 
Leſt it, by Chance, ſhould reach th' Almighty's Ear, 
And wake his fleeping Vengeance, which Gs, 


So long has their Impieties forbore. 


Theſe are the Thoughts which ihr Wreickes haunt, 
Yet enter'd, they ſtill grow more impudent : 


After a Crime, perhaps, they now and then 


Feel Pangs and Struglings of Remorſe within, 
But ſtrait return to their old Courſe again: 
'They who have once thrown Shame and nn by, 
Ne'er after make a Stop at Villainy: 
Hurried along, down the vaſt Steep they go, 
And find, tis all a Precipice below. | | 
Ev'n this perfidious Friend of yours, no Doubt, 
Will not with ſingle Wickedneſs give out; 


1 8 
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Have Patience but a while, you'll ſhortly ſee 

His Hand held up at Bar for Felony: Ot 
You'll ſee the ſentenc'd Wretch, for Puniſhment, 

To Scilly Iſles, or the Caribbees ſent: 

Or (if I may his ſurer Fate divine) 

Hung like Borofty “, for a Gibbet-ſign : ; 
Then may you glut Revenge, and feaſt your Eyes 
With the dear Object of his Miſeries: 

And then, at length convinc'd, with Joy you'll find, 
That the juſt God is neither deaf nor blind. 


„Executed for the Murder of Thomas Thiune, Eſq. 


| You, II. 3 
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DAVID'S LAMENTATION 


FOR THE DEATH OF 


SAUL AND JONATHAN. 


Written in September 1677. 


A: NN ** 


A H wretched I/rael ! once bleſſed and happy State, 
The Darling of the Stars and Heaven's Care, 
Then all the bord'ring World thy Vaſſals were; 

And thou, at once, their Envy and their Fear, 

How ſoon art thou (alas!) by the ſad Turn of Fate 

Become abandon'd and forlorn ? 

How art thou now becometheir Pity, and theirScorn ? 

Thy Luſtre all is vaniſh'd, all thy Glory fled, 

Thy Sun, himſelf, ſet in a Blood-red, - 
Too ſure Prognoſtick ! which does ill portend 
Approaching Storms on thy unhappy Land, 

Left naked and defenceleſs now to each invading Hand, 

3 A fatal Battle lately fought, 
Hag All theſe Mis'ries and Misfortunes brought, 
Has thy quick Ruin and Deſtruction wrought: 
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There fell we, by a mighty Overthrow, 

A Prey to an enrag'd, relentleſs Foe, 

The Toil and Labourof their weary Cruelty, 

Till they no more could kill, and we no longer die: 
Vaſt Slaughter all around th* enlarged Mountain ſwells, 
And num'rous Deaths increaſe its former Hills, 


In Gath, let not the mournful News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd in the Streets of Aalen; 
May Fame itſelf be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh! may it never to Philiſtia come, 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tidings home! 
Left the proud Enemies new Trophies raiſe, 
And loudly Triumph in our freſh Diſgrace: 

No captive [/-ae/zte, - their pompous Joy adorn, 
Nor in ſad Bondage, his loſt Country mourn : 

No Spoils of ours be in their Temples hung, 
No Hymns to Aſdod's Idol ſung, 

Nor thankful Sacrifice on his glad Altars burn. 

Kind Heav'n forbid ! leſt the baſe Heathen Slaves 
blaſpheme 

Thuy ſacred and unutterable Name, | 

And, above thine, extol their Dagon's Fame. | f 
Left the vile Fi/þ's Worſhip fpread abroad, | | 

| 


Who fell a proſtrate Victim once * our con- 


gu'ring God: . 1 
"bs E 1 


On the fad Anniverſe, drop arememb'ring Tear : 


— — EU— 2 + x — — — 


148. DAVID'S LAMENTATION FOR THE 


And you, who the great Deeds of Kin 85 and King- 
doms write, 

Who all their Actions to 8 FO tranſmit, 

_  Conceal the bluſhing Story, ah ! conceal 
Our Nation's Loſs and our dread Monarch's F all: 
Conceal the Journal of this bloody Day, 
When both by the ill Play of Fate, were thrown 
away : 

Nor let our wretched Infamy, and Fortune's e 
Be ever mention'd in the Regiſters of future Time. 


For ever, Gilloa, be curſt thy hated Name, 
T' eternal Monument of our Diſgrace and Shame! : 
For ever curſt be that unhappy Scene, 
Where Slaughter, Blood, and Death did lately 
reign 
No Clouds henceforth upon thy barren Top appears 
But what may make thee Mourning wear : | 
Let them ne'er ſhake their dewy Fleeces there, 
But only once a Year, | . 


No Flocks of Off'rings on thy Hills be known, 
Which may, by Sacrifice, our Guilt, and thine, atone 
Nor Sheep, nor any of the gentler kind, hereafter ſtay 

On thee, but Bears and Wolves, and Beaſts of Prey, 

Or Men, more ſavage, wild, and fierce, than they; 
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A Defart may'ſt thou prove, and lonely waſte, 
Like that our ſinful, ſtubborn Fathers paſt, 

Where they the Penance trod, for all, they there 
| tranſgreſt: 

Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious Blood 
Of many a Jeavi/þ Worthy, ſpilt of late, 

Who ſuffer'd there, by an ignoble Fate, 

And purchas'd foul Diſhonour at too high a Rate : 
Great Souls ran there, amongſt the common Flood, 
His royal Self, mixt with the baſer Crowd: 

He, whom the Heav'ns hig hand open Suffrage cloſe, 

The Bulwark of our Nation to oppoſe 

The Pow'r and Malice of our Foes; 
Ron he, on whom the ſacred Oil was ſhed, 
Whoſe myſtick Drops enlarg'd his hallow'd Head, 
Lies now (Oh Fate, impartial till to Kings !) 
Huddled and undiftinguiſh'd, in the Heap of meaner 
Things. 


Lo! there the mighty Warrior lies, 
With all his Laurels, all his Victories, 
To rav'nous Fowls, or worſe, to his proud Foes a Prize: 
How chang'd from that great Saul! whoſe 25 'rous 
„ 
A conqu'ring Army to diſtreſſed Jabeſp led, 
At whoſe Approach, Ammon's proud Tyrant fled : 
h L3 
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How chang'd from that great Saul ! whom we 
ſaw bring 
From vanquiſh'd Amalek, their captive Spoils and King; 
When unbid Pity made him Agag ſpare: 
Ah pity! more than Cruelty, found guilty there: 
Olt has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow: 
By whom himſelf lies conquer'd now: _ 
At Micmaſb, his great Might they felt and knew 
The ſame they felt at Dammin too: 
Well I remember, when from Helah's Plain 
He came in Triumph, met by a num'rous Crowd, 
Who with glad ſhouts proclaim'd their Joy aloud ; 
A Dance of beauteous Virgins led the ſolemn Train, 
And ſung and prais'd the * T hat had his Thouſands 
r 
Stir, Moab, Zobah; felt Ig and where'er 
He did his glorious Standards bear, 
Officious Vict'ry follow'd in the Rear: 
Succeſs attended fill his brandiſh'd Sword, 
And like the Grave, the glutt'nous Blade devour'd : 
Slaughter, upon its Point, in Triumph ſate, 
And ſcatter'd Death, as quick and wide as Fate. 
Nor leſs in high Repute and Worth, was his great 
. | 
Sole Heir of all his Valour and Renown, 
Heir too (if cruel Fate had ſuffer'd) of his Throne: 
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The marchleſs JEN *twas, whom loud-tongu'd 


Fame, 


Amongſt her chiefeſt Heroes, joys to name, 


E'er ſince the wond' rous Deeds at Seneth done, 


Where he himſelf and Hoſt o'ercame a War alone: 
The trembling Enemies fled, they try'd to fly, 


Great Archer he, to whom our dreaded Skill we owe, 
Dreaded by all, who 1/-ae/'s warlike Proweſs know; 


But fix'd Amazement ftopt, and made them die. 


As many Shafts, as his full Quiver held, 


So many Fates he drew, ſo many kill'd : 


Ge" and n. they, as darted e 


few, 
As if he gave em Sight and Swiftneſs too. 


Death took her Aim from his, and oy t her Arrows: 


threw. 


Both excellent they were, both equally ally d 


* 


On Nature, and on Valour's ſide: 
Great Saul, who ſcorn'd a Rival in Renown, 
Yet envy'd not the Fame of's greater Son, 
By him endur'd to be furpaſs'd alone : 


He, gallant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, - 
And faſt, as he could ſet, the well-writ Copies drew, | 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him not out- go: 


L 4 


RE URI EEE SI 


8 * * 
— „ 
* 


. 3 OY WI 4 
„  FY 
— 
. 


; 
4 
= 

| 

[ | 
= 
" 

' 

: 
* 


152 DAVID'S LAMENTATION FOR THE. 


Together, they did both the Paths to Glory trace, 
Together, hunted in the noble Chace, 
Together, finiih'd their united Race: 
There only did they prove unfortunate, 
Never, till then, unbleſs'd by Fate, 
Vet, there they ceas'd not to be great: 
Fearleſs they met and brav'd their threaten'd Fall, 
And fought when Heav'n revolted, Fortune durſt rebel. 
When publick Safety, and their Country's Care 
Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the Toils of War; 
As Parent-Eagles, ſummon'd by their Infants Cries, \ 
Whom ſome rude Hands would make a Prize 
Haſte to Relief, and, with their Wings, out · f u their 
Eyes; 5 
So ſwift did they their eh. Succour b $ 
So ſwift the bold Aggreſſors ſeize, 
So ſwift attack, ſo wilt EIT the e 
| Enemies 
The vanquiſh'd Enemies, with all the Wings of Fear, . 
= Mov'd not ſo quick as they, x 
Scarce could their Souls fly faſt enough away. 
Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers met, 
Thro' Fields with armed Troops, and pointed Har- 
veſts ſet, 
Nothing eould tame their Rage, or quench their gene- | 
rous Heat: 
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Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppoſe, 


Like thoſe, they marched undaunted, and like thoſe, 
So to Reſiſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate Foes. 


And all thy plenteous Stock of Sorrow call, 
T'attend his pompous F uneral: 
Mourn each, who in this Loſs an Int'reft ſhares, 
. Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt it all in Tears: : 
| You Hebrew Virgins too, 

Who once in lofty Strains did his glad Triumphs ſing, 
Bring all your artful Notes, and ſkilful Meaſures now, 
Each charming Air of Breath, and String, 

Bring all to grace the Obſequies of _ dead 

King, 
And high, as then your Joy, let now your Sorrow flow. 
59 Saul, your great Saul is dead, 

Who you with Nature's choiceſt Dainties fed, 
Who you, with Nature's gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 
By whom you all her Pride and all her Pleaſures had: 
For you, the precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 
For you, the Tyrian-Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſt Arabia's Spices grew, ! 


Mourn wretched Iſrael, mourn thy Monarchs Fall, ö 
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And Eaſtern Quarries harden'd pearly Dew; 
The Sun himſelf turn'd Labourer for you: 
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For you, he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 
Wherewith you were e array'd, whereby . him e out- 
ſhone, | | 
All this and more, you did to Saul's great Conduct owe, 
All this you loſt in his unhappy Overthrow. 


Oh Death ! how vaſt an Harveſt haſt thou reap'd of late 
Neeer before hadſt thou ſo great, 
Ne'er drunk'it before ſo deep of Jewiſh Blood, 
Ne'er ſince th? embattled Hoſts at Gi flood : 


— 


When three whole Days took up the Work of Fate, 
When a large Tribe enter'd, at once, thy Bill, 
And threeſcore thouſand Victims to thy Fury fell. 

Upon the fatal Mountain's Head, | | 

Lo! how the mighty Chiefs lie dead: 
There my beloved Jonathan was ſlain, 
The beſt of Princes, and the beſt of Men; 

Cold Death hangs on his Cheeks, like an untimely Froſt, 
On early Fruit, there ſits, and ſmiles, a ſullen Boaſt, 
And yet looks pale at the great Captive ſhe has ta'en, 

My Jonathan is dead! (Oh dreadful Word of Fame! 
Oh Grief! that Ican ſpeak't, and not become the ſame !) 

He's dead, and with Him all our 5 Hopes 

are gone, 


— = GE 
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1 And many a Wonder, which he muſt have done 
4 5 And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won, - 
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They're all to the dark Grave and Silence fled; 
And never now an Story ſhall be read, 
And never now ſhall take their Date, 
Snatcht hence by the preventing Hand of envious Fate. 


Ah ! worthy Prince | would I, for thee, had dy'd! 
Ah, would I had thy fatal Place ſupply'd! _ 


l' ad then repaid a Life, which to thy Gift I owe, 


RepaidaCrown, which Friendſhip taught thee to forego: 
Both Debts I ne'er can cancel now: 
Oh, dearer than my Soul! if I can call it mine, 
For ſure we had the ſame, *twas very thine, 
Dearer than Light, or Life, or-Fame, 
Or Crowns, or any thin 8 (hat I can with, or think, or 
name: 5 
Brother thou waſt, but waſt my Friend before, 
And that new Title thon could add no more: 
Mwine more than Blood, Alliance, Nature 5 ſelf could 
ane 
Than TI, or Fame itſelf can Gaks 
Not yearning Mothers, when firſt Throws they feel, 
To their young Babes, in Looks, a ſofter Paſſion tell: 
Not artleſs, undiſſembling Maids expreſs, 
In their laſt dying Sighs, ſuch Tenderneſs: 
Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtrict Duty bids me wear 
_ Firſt in my Breaſt, whom holy Vows make mine, 


2 


156 DAVID'S LAMENTATION FOR THE 


1 Tho! all the Virtues of a loyal Wife ſhe bear, 

3 Could boaſt an Union ſo near, 

3, Could boaſt a Love ſo firm, ſo laſting, fo Divine, 

WW So pure is that, Which we in Angels find, 

| To Mortals here, in Heav'n to their own Kind: 

So pure, but not more great, muſt that bleſt F —— 
prove 

(Could, ah! could , to that wiſh'd Place, and Thee 

remove) 

Which ſhall for ever Join « our mingted Souls above 


* 


Ah iche Ijrael ! ah unhappy state! 
Expos'd to all the Bolts of angry Fate ! 
Expos'd to all thy Enemies revengeful Hate; 
Who is there left their Fury to withſtand? 
What Champions now to guard thy helpleſs Land? 
Who is there left in liſted Fields to head 
Thy valiant Youth, and lead them on to Victory? 
Alas! thy valiant Vouth are dead, 
And all thy brave Commanders too: 
Lo! how the Glut and Riot of the Grave thus lie, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 
To right theirinjur'd Ghoſts upon the barb'rous Foe ! . 
Ref, ye bleſs'd Shades, in everlaſting Peace, 
Who fell your Country's bloody Sacrifice: 
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For ever ſacred be your Memories, 1 


For ev'ry Life, a Myriad, every Drop, a Flood. 
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And Oh! may Cer long, ſome Avenger riſe 
To wipe off Heav'ns and your Diſgrace : 
May theſe proud, inſulting Foes 
Waſh off our Stains of Honour with their Blood. 
May they ten-thouſand-fold repay our Loſs ; 


- 


ARISTOTLLE IN ATHENZAUS, 
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Honour! thou greateſt Bleſing in the Gift of 
Heaven, 
Which only art to its chief Darlings given: 
Cheaply with Blood and Dangers, art though ſought, 
Nor canſt, at any rate, be over-bought. 
Thou, ſhining Honour, art the nobleſt Chace 
Of all the braver Part of Human Race: 
Thou only art worth living for below, 
And only worth our dying too. 
For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming ſake, 
Does Greece ſuch wond'rous Actions undertake, 
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For thee no Toils, nor Hardſhips, ſhe foregoes, 
And Death, amidſt ten thouſand ghaſtly Terrors, wooes. 
So pow'rfully doſt thou the Mind inſpire, | 

And kindleſt there ſo generous a Fire, 

As makes thy zealous Votaries 

All Things, but thee, deſpiſe : . 

Makes them the Love of thee prefer 
Before th' Enchantments of bewitching Gold, 
Before th' Embraces of a Parent's Arms, 
Before ſoft Eaſe, and Love's enticing Charms, 
And all that Men on _ molt valuable hold, 


For thee, the Heav* aha "Ie 
And Leda's faithful Twins, in Birth no leſs, 
So many mighty Labours underwent, 
And by their God-like Deeds proclaim'd their high 
Deſcent. 
| By thee they reach'd the bleſt abode, 
The worthy Prize, for which in Glory's Paths they 
By thee, great 4jax, and the greater Son 
Of Peleus, were exalted to Renown : | 
Envied by the Immortals did they go, 
Laden with Triumph, to the Shades below, 
For thee, and thy dear ſake, 
Did the young Hermias, Worthy of Atarna, lately ſtake 


| 
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His Life in Battle, to the Chance of Fate, 
And bravely loſt, what he fo boldly ſet : 
Yet loſt he not his glorious Aim, 
But, by ſhort Death, purchas'd eternal Fame: 
The grateful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
And never let it die: 
They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, 
And conſecrate the Hero in Immortal Verſe. 


| (161 ) 
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Great thou! whom 'tis a Crime almoſt to dare to 
* praiſe, 6 
Whoſe firm, eſtabliſh'd, and unſhaken Glories ſtand, 
And proudly their own Fame command, 
Above our Pow'r to leſſen, or to raiſe, _ 
And all, but the few Heirs of thy brave Heri and 
thy Bays ; | 
Hail mighty Founder of our Stage! for ſo 1 . 
Entite thee, nor any modern Cenſures fear, , 
Nor care what thy unjuſt Detractors ſay ; 
They'll ſay, perhaps, that others did Materials bring, 
That others did the firſt Foundations lay, 


And glorious twas (we grant) but to begin, 
Vor. II. 


Whereby thou went'ſt ſo far, and we may after go, 


Beyond the narrow Bounds, that pent Antiquity. 
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But thou alone couldſt finiſh the Deſign, 
All the fair Model, and the Workmanſhip was thine : 
Some bold Advent'rers might have been before, 
Who durſt the unknown World explore, 
By them it was ſurvey'd at diſtant View, 
And here and there a Cape, and Line they drew, 
Which only ſerv'd as Hints, and Marks to thee, 
Who was reſerv'd to make the full Diſcovery : - 
Arts-Compaſs to thy painful Search we owe, 


By that we may Wi?'s vaſt, and trackleſs Ocean try, 
Content no longer, as before, 
Dully to coaſt along the Shore, 985 
But ſteer a Courſe more unconfin'd, and free, 


Never, till thee, the Theatre poſſeſt 

A Prince, with equal Pow r, and Greatneſs bleft, 
No Government, or Laws it had, 

To ſtrengthen and eſtabliſh it, | 

Till thy great Hand the Scepter ſway'd, 
But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wit; 

Unform'd, and void, was then its Poeſy, 

Only ſome pre-exiſting Matter we 

Perhaps could ſee, 
That might foretel what was to bez 


K 
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Aude and undigeſted Lump it lay, 1 
Like the old Chaos, cer the Birth of Light, and Day, 
'Till thy brave Genius, like a new Creator, came, 

And undertook the mighty Frame; | 
No ſhuffled Atoms did the well-built Work compaſe, 
It from no lucky Hit of blund'ring Chance aroſe 
(As ſome, of his great Fabrick, idly dream) 

But wiſe, all-ſeeing Judgment, did contrive, 

And knowing Art, its Graces, give: 

No ſooner did thy Soul with active Force and Fire, 

The dull and heavy Maſs inſpire, 
© But ſtraight throughout it, let us ſee 

Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And ev'ry Part did to the whole e. 


And ſtrait appear 'd a beauteous, new-made World o of 
Poetry. 


Let dul, and ignorant Prenders, Art condemn 
(Thoſe only Foes to Art, and Art to them) 

The meer Fanaticks, and Enthufiaſts in Poetry 

(For Schiſmaticks in that, as in Religion be) 


Let them deſpiſe her Laws, and think 
That Rules and Forms the Spirit ſtint: 
Thine was no mad, unruly Frenzy of the Brain, 
Which juſtly might deſerve "ne Chain, 
M 7 
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Which did not curb Poetick Liberty, but guide: 


*Twas Briſk, and mettled, but a manag'd Rage, 
Sprightly, as vig*rous Youth, and Cool, as temp' rate 
2+ BI 
Free like thy Will, it did all Force diſdain, 
- But ſuffer'd Reaſon's looſe, and eaſy Rein, | 
By that it ſuffer'd to be led, 


Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculty, 

 Untam'd in moſt, and let at random fly, 
Was wiſely govern'd, and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reftraint and Diſcipline was made t'endure, 
And by thy calm and milder Judgment brought to lure; 
Yet when*twas at ſome noble Quarry ſent, | 
With bold, and tow'ring Wings, it upward went, 
Not leflen'd at the greateſt Height, 
Not turn'd by the moſt giddy F lights of dazzling Wit, 


Nature 1 Art, together met, and join'd, 
Made up the Character of thy great Mind. 
That like a bright and glorious Sphere, 

| Appear'd, with num'rous Stars embelliſh'd o'er, 
And much of Light to thee, and much of nee 

bore, 

This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſe Powr, 

Turn'd it about, and did th' unerring Motions ſteer. 


” 
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Concurring both like vital Seed and Heat, 
The noble Births they jointly did beget, N 
And hard 'twas to be thought, | 
Which moſt of Force to the greatGeneration brought: 
So mingling Elements compoſe our Body's frame, 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air, 
' Alike their juſt Proportions ſhare, 
Each, undiſtinguiſh'd, ftill remains the ſame, 
Yet can't we ſay that's either here, or there, 
But all, we know not how, are ſcatter'd every where. 


Sober, and grave, was Rilt the Garb thy Muſe put on, 
No taudry, careleſs, ſlattern Dreſs, 
Nor ſtarch'd, and formal, with Affectedneſs, 
Nor the caſt Mode, and Faſhion ofthe Court, and Town; > 
But neat, agreeable, and jaunty 'twas, 
Well fitted, it ſate cloſe in ev'ry Place, | 
And all became, with an uncommon Air and Grace : : 
Rich, coſtly, and ſubſtantial was the Stuff, 
Not barely ſmooth; nor yetztoo coarſly rough: 
No Refuſe, ill-patch'd Shreads o'th' Schools, 
The motly Wear of read, and learned Fools: 
No French Commodity, which now ſo much does take, 
And our own better ManufaQure ſpoil, 
Nor was it aught of foreign Soil; 
But ſtaple all and all, of Engli growth and make: 
M3 


156 UPON THE WORKS 


What Flow'rs ſoe'er, of Art, it had, were found. 
No tinfel, ſlight Embroideries, 

But all appear'd either the native Ground, | 

'Or twiſted, wrought, and i interwoven with the Piece. 


Plain Humour, ſhewn with her 1 various Face, 
Not maſk'd with any antick Dreſs, 
Nor ſcrued in forc'd ridiculous Grimace 
i (The gaping Rabble's dull Delight, 
[ | And more the Actor's, than the Poet's Wit) 
1 Such did ſhe enter on thy Stage, 
And ſuch was repreſented to the wond'ring age: 
| Well waſt thou ſcill'd and read in Human Kind, | 
In ev'ry wild, fantaſtick Paſſion of his Mind, 
Didſt into all his hidden Inclinations dive, 
What each from Nature does receive, 
Or Age, or Sex, or Quality, or Country give: 
What Cuſtom too, that mighty Sorcereſs, 
Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transform 
Enchanted Man to ſeveral monſtrous Images, 
Makes this an odd and freakiſh Monkey turn, 
And that a grave and ſolemn 4/5 appear, 
'And all a thouſand beaſtly Shapes of Folly wear: 
Whate' er Caprice or Whimſy leads awry. 255 
Perverted, and — « Mortality, . 
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Or does incline, and bias it 
From what's Diſcreet, and Wiſe, and Right, and 
3 Good, and Fits: -:/ | 
All in thy faithful Glaſs were ſo l 
As if they were Reflections of thy Breaſt, 
As if they had been ſtamp'd on thy own Mind, 
And thou the univerſal vaſt Idea of Mankind. 


Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy, 
FTP Fho' every Diſh well cook'd by Nees 9 
Contain'd a plentiful Variety 5 
To all that could ſound, reliſhing Palates be, 
Each Regale with new Delicacies did invite, 
Courted the Taſte, and rais'd the Appetize ; - 
' Whate'er freſh dainty Fops, in Seaſon, were 
To garniſh, and ſet out thy Bill of Fare, 
Thoſe, never found to fail, throughout the Year, 
For ſeldom that ill-natur'd Planet rules, 
That plagues a Poet with a Dearth of Fools) 
What thy ſtrict Obſervation e er ſurvey d, 
From the fine, laſcious Spark of 7 and courtly 
Breed, 
Dun to the aull nfipid G HY 
Made thy pleas'd Audience, Entertainment bt, 
Serv'd up with all 333 Poignancies of Wit, 
M 4 
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Still keep in Vogue in Spite of all the damning Crew; 


Thou couldſt alone th' Empire of the Stage maintain, 


Needeſt x no Tax on foreign, or thy native Country Jays 


Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks, of late, 

And ſerve one only Year, one only State; 
Another makes them uſelefs, ſtale, and out of date; 3 

But thine were wiſely calculated, fit 

For each Meridian, every Clime of Wit, 

For all ſucceeding Time, and after-Age, 

And all Mankind might thy vaſt Audience ſit, 

And the whole World be juſtly made thy Stage: 

Still they ſhall taking be, and ever new, 


Till the laſt Scene of his great Theatre, jy 
Clos'd, and ſhut down, £7 
The num'rous Actors all retire, 
And the grand "oP of Human Life be done. 


1 thoſe envious s Tongues, who ſeek to blaſt thy 
(5 + + Dae, 
Who Spots in thy bright Fame would find, or raiſe, 
And ſay it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays; 
Rich in thyſelf, to whoſe unbounded Store 
E xhauſted Nature could vouchſafe no more, 


Couldſt all its Grandeur, and its Port ſuſtain, 
Nor needeſt other Subſidies to pay, e 


OF BEN JONSON. 169 


To bear the Charges of thy purchas'd Fame, 
But thy own Stock could raiſe the ſame, 
Thy ſole Revenue all the vaſt Expence defray: 
Yet, like ſome mighty Conqueror, in Poetry, 
Deſign'd, by Fate, of Choice to be 
Founder of its univerſal Monarchy, 
2 thou didſt the learned World invade, 
Wdilſt all around thy pow'rful Genius ſway d. 
Soon vanquiſh*d Rome, and Greece, were made ſubmit, 
Both, were thy humble Tributaries made, | 
And thou return'ſt in Triumph with her Captive Wit. 


Unjuſt, and more ill-natur'd thoſe, 

Thy ſpiteful and malicious Foes, 

Who on thy happieſt Talent fix a Lie, ES 
And call that Slowneſs, which was Care and Induſtry, 

Let me (with Pride ſo to be guilty thought) 

Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach, and ſharethy Shame, 

If Diligence be deem'd a Fault, | 

If to be faultleſs muſt deſerve their Blame: 

Judge of thy ſelf alone (for none there were, 

Could be ſo juſt, or could be ſo ſevere) : 
Thou thy own Works didſt ſtriftly try 

By known and unconteſted Rules of Poetry, 

And gay'ſt thy Sentence ſtill impartially : 
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With Ripour thou arraign'ſt each guilty Line, 


And ſpar'dſt no criminal Senſe, becauſe *twas thine: 
Unbrib'd with Labour, Love, or Self- conceit, 
(For never, or too ſeldom, we, 


Objects too near us, our own. Blemiſhes can ſee) 


Thou didſt no ſmall Delinquencies acquit, 
But ſaw'ſ them to Correction all ſubmat, 


Sau) It Execution done, on all convited Crimes of Wit. 


Some curious Painter, taught, by Art, to dare 


((For they, with Poets, in that Title, ſhare) 


When he would undertake a glorious Frame; 
Of laſting Worth, and fadeleſs as his Fame; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his doubting Hand &er he begin, 
And juſtly, then, proportions every Stroke and Line, 
. And oft he brings it to Review, 


And oft he does deface, and daſhes oft ane w, 


And mixes Oils to make the flitting Colours dure, 
To keep em from the Tarniſh of e Time 
ſecure; | 

F iniſh'd, at length, in all e and Sbill enn do, 
The matchleſs Piece is fet to publick View, 
And all, ſurpriz'd about it, wond'ring ſtand, 

And tho? no Name be found below, _ . . 

Yet ſtrait diſcern th' inimitable Hand, 


And ftrait they cry, tis Titian, or tis Angelo: 
So thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd all cheap and eaſy 
A 
And trod no common Road to Praiſe, 
Would not with raſh, and ſpeedy Negligence proceed 
(For whoe' er ſaw Perfection grow in Haſte? 
Or that ſoon done, which muſt for ever laſt?) 
But gentle did advance with wary Heed, 
And ſhew'd that Maſtery is moſt in Juſtneſs read: 
Z (Nought ever iſſu'd from thy teeming Breaft, 
But what had gone full Time) could write exactly beſt, 
And ftand the ſharpeſt Cenſure, and defy the rigid'ſt 
We „„ +7 Ale maid 


"Twas thus th' Almighty Poet (if we dare 
Our weak and meaner Acts, with his compare) 
When he, the World's fair Poem did of old deſign, 
That Work, which now muſt boaſt no 8 Date than 
; thine ; | 

Tho” etwas in Him alike to will, and do, 

Tho” the ſame Word: that ſpoke, could make it too, 
Yet would he not ſuch quick, and haſty Methods uſe, 
Nor Ad an Inſtant (which it ae the great Effect 

produce, 

But when th' All- wiſe bimnſar; in Council fate, 

Vouchſaf'd to think and be deliberate, 
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When Heav'n conſider'd, and th' Eternal Wit and 
0 Senſe, | 
SGWiaeem'd to take Time, and Care, and Pains, 
| It ſhew'd that ſome uncommon Birth, 

That ſomething, worthy of a God, was coming forth ; 
Nought uncorre& there was, nought faulty there, 
No Point amiſs did in the large volum'nous Piece ap- 
ll pear, 

6 And when the glorious Author all ſurvey'd, 
[8 Survey'd whate'er his mighty Labours made, 

| g Well-pleas'd he was to find 
il All anſwer'd the great Model and Idea of his Mind: : 
Pleas'd at Himſelf, He in high Wonder ſtood, . 
| And much his Pow'r, and much his Wiſdom did ap- 
| | plaud, 
1 To ſee how all was s Perſect, all tranſcendent Good. 

| 


Let meaner Spirits floop | to low precarious 8 

| Content on groſs, and coarſe Applauſe, to live, 

2 And what the dull, and ſenſleſs Rable give: 

| | Thou didf it ſtill with noble Scorn contemn, . 

| | Nor would' that wretched Alms receive, . 

The poor Subſiſtence of ſome bankrupt, ſordid Name: : 
Thine was no empty Vapour, rais'd beneath, 

And form'd of common Breath, 
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The falſe, and fooliſh Fire, that's whiſk'd about 
By pop'lar Air, and glares a while, and then goes out; 


But 'twas a ſolid, whole, and perfect Globe of; Lights 


That ſhone all over, was all over bright, 


| And dar'd all ſullying Clouds, and fear'd nodarkning 


Night, 
Lik the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 
Who whereſoe'er he does diſplay 

His Sovereign Luſtre, and Majeſtick Ray, 

Strait all the leſs, and petty Glories nigh 
Vaniſn, and ſhrink away: 
O'erwhelm'd, and ſwallow'd bythe greaterBlaze of Day; 
With ſuch a ſtrong, and awful, and victorious Beam 

Appear'd, and ever ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by all th* undoubted Race of Wit, 


Who only can endure to look on it. 
The reſt o'ercome with too much Light, 
With too much Brightneſs dazled, or extinguiſh'd quite; 
Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd, it now ſhall paſs 
As wide a Courſe about the World as he, 
And when his long- repeated Travels ceaſe, 
Begin a new, and vaſter Race, 


And ſtill tread round the endleſs Cucle of Eternity. | 
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er THE THIRD BOOK OF 
a-0 * 4 „ 
IMITATE D. 

: A Dialogue betwixt the Poet and Lydigs 
Donec gratus eram a 5 xc. 


Flor. Wine you for me alone had Charms, 
And none more welcome fill'd your Arms, 
Proud with content, I lighted Crowns, 
'And pitied Monarchs on wad Thrones. 


* 


yd While you ; Ae Lydia only fair, 
And low'd no other Nymph but her, 
Lydia was happier in your Love, 5 
Than the bleſs'd Virgins are abr. 


THE NINTH ODE OF HORACE. 


Hor. Now Cloe's charming Voice and Art, 
Having gain'd the Cenqueſt of my Heart: 
For whom, ye Fates, I'd wiſh to die, 

If mine, the Nymph's dear Life might buy. 


Lyd. Thyrſis by me has done the ſame, 


The Youth burns me with mutual F lame: . 


For whom a double Death I'd bear; 
Would Fate my deareſt 7 Hu mm” 2 


Hor. But ſay, fair Nymph, if I once more 
Become your Captive, as before : | 
Say, I throw off my Cloe's Chain, 

And take you to my Breaſt again · 


Lyd. Why then, tho? he more bright appear, 
More conftant, than a fixed Star ; 

Tho? you, than Wind, more fickle be, 
And rougher than the ſtormy Sea, 1 

By Heav'n, and all its Pow'rs, I vow 

I'd gladly live and die with you. 
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W HO, 
By the overturning of a Coach, had her Coats behind 
flung up, and what was under ſhewn to the View of 
the of 


8 


Plillic, tis own'd, Iam your Slave, 
This happy Moment dates your Reign; 
No Force of Human Pow'r can ſave. 

My captive Heart, that wears your Chain {8 
But when my Conqueſt you deſign'd ; 
Pardon, bright Nymph, if I Re: 

It was unjuſt, and too ſevere, 

Thus to attack me > from Behind. 


Againſt the chen your Eyes impart, 
With Care 1 had ſecur'd my Heart; 
On all the Wonders of your Face, 

Could ſafely, and unwounded, gaze; 


nd 


85 


Lay, all his Life in Ambaſh hid, 


The piercing Flame, like Light'ning, ſent 
From that new dawning Firmament 


| Your radiant Bum to my ſurvey, 
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But now, b to enthral 

My Breaſt, you have expos'd to View, 
Another more reſiſtleſs Foe, | 
From which I had no Guard at all. 


l 
| 
At firſt Aſſault, conſtrain'd to yield, | 
My vanquiſh'd Heart reſign'd the Field, | 
My Freedom, to the Conqueror, F | 
Became a Prey that very Hour : N 
The ſubtle Traitor, who, unſpied, 
Had lurk'd till now, in cloſe Diſguiſe, 


At laſt, to kill me by Surprize. 

A ſudden Heat my Breaſt inſpir'd, 

Thro' every Vein my Spirits fir'd: 

My Heart, before averſe to Love, 

No longer could a Rebel prove ; | 
When, on the Graſs, you did diiplay 
And ſhamed the Luflre of the Day. 


The Sun in Heav' n abaſh'd to ſee | — 
A Thing more 837» mere bright than He, — 
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Struck with Diſgrace, as well he might, 
Thought to drive back the Steeds of Lights 
His Beams he now thought uſeleſs grown, 
That better were by yours ſupplied, 
But having once ſeen your Back-lide, 
For ſname, he durſt not ſhew his own. 
| 1. 


Forſaking ev'ry Wood, and Grove, 
The S lvans, raviſf'd at the Sight, 
In preſſing Crowds, about you ſtrove, 
Gazing, and loſt in Wonder quite: 
Fond Zephyr, ſeeing your rich Store 
Of Beauty, undeſcried before, 
Enamour'd of each lovely Grace, 
Before his own dear Flora's Face, 
Could not forbear to kiſs the Place. 
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8 The beauteous Queen of Flow'rs, the Roſe, 
it | | | In Bluſhes did her Shame diſeloſe : 


| Pale Lillies droop'd, and hung their Heads, 
' | And ſhrunk, far Fear, into their Beds: 

1 7 The amorous Narciſſus too, 

1 | Reclaim'd of fond Self-love by you, 

| 1 | His former vain Deſire caſhier'd, 


And your fair Breech alone admir'd. 
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When this bright Object greets our Sight, 
All others loſe their Luftre quite: 
Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch pointed Rays, 
And all the Beauties of your Face, 

Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 

At the Approach of brighter Day, 

No more regard, or Value bear, 

But when its Glories diſappear. 


Of ſome ill Qualities they tell, 
Which juſtly give me cauſe to Fear ; 

But that, which moſt begets Deſpair, 

It has no Senſe of Love at all : 

More hard than Adamant it is, 

They ſay, that no Impreſſion takes, 

It has no Ears, nor any Eves, 

And rarely, very rarely, ſpeaks. 


Vet I muſt lov't, and own my Flame, 
Which to the World, I thus rehcarſe, 
Throughout the ſpacious Coaſts of Fame 
To ſtand recorded in my Verſe : 

No other Subject, or Deſign, 
Henceforth ſhall be my Muſe's Theme, 
But what juſt Praiſes to proclaim 
The faireſt $£1N that e&'er was ſeen. 
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In Pity, gentle Phillis, hide 

The dazling Beams of your Back- ſide; 
For ſhould they ſnine unclouded long, 
All Human-kind would be undone. 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 
That reign above the ſtarry Sky, 
Should they turn up to open View, 
All their immortal Tails, can ſhew 
An 4— H— ſo divine as you. 
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k PIG. VII. IMITATED. 
Dueris quot mibi Baſcationes, &c. 


Nay, Leſbia, never aſk me this, 

How many Kiſſes will ſuſfice ? 

Faith 'tis a Queſtion hard to tell, 
Exceeding hard ; for you as well 

May aſk, what Sums of Gold ſuffice 

The greedy Miſer's boundleſs Wiſh : 
Think, what Drops the Ocean ſtore, 
With all the, Sands, that make its Shore: 
Think, what Spangles deck the Skies, 
When Heav'n looks with all its Eyes: 
Or think, how many Atoms came 

To compoſe this mighty Frame: 

Let all theſe the Counters be, 

To tell how oft I'm kiſs'd by the: 
Till no malicious Spy can gueſs 

To what vaſt Height the Scores ariſe ; 
Till weak Arithmetick grow ſcant, 

And Numbers, for the Reck'ning wants | 
All theſe will hardly be enough _ 
For me, ſtark ſtaring mad wich Love. 
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f 0 WW 
That he loves Women of all Sorts and Sizes. 


Non ego — a defendere mores, e. | 


Neat I, I never rally durſt pretend, 
My Follies, and my Frailties to defend: 
| IT own my faults, if it avail to own, 
{ While, like a graceleſs Wretch, I ſtill go on: 
J hate my ſelf, but yet, in Spite of Fate, 
Am fain to be that loathed thing I hate: 
In vain I would ſhake off this Load of Love, 
Jod hard to bear, yet harder to remove : 


OVID'S. LOVE-ELEGIES 


J want the Strength, my fierce Deſires to ſtem, 
Hurried away by the impetuous Stream, 
_ *Tis not one Face alone ſubdues my Heart, 
But each wears Charms, and ev ry Eye a Dart: 
And whereſo'er I caft my Looks abroad, 
In every Place, I find Temptations ſtrow'd, 
The Modeſt kills me with her down-caft Eyes, 
And Love his Ambuſh lays in that Difguiſe. 
The Briſk allures me with her Gaity, 
And ſhews how active, ſnhe in Bed, will be: 
If Coy, like cloyſter'd Virgin, ſhe appears, 
She but diſſembles, what ſne moſt deſires: 
If ſhe be vers'd in Arts, and deeply Read, 
I long to get a learned Maidenhead : 
Or if Untaught, and Ignorant ſhe be, 
She takes me then with her Simplicity: 
One likes my Verſes, and commends each Line, 
And ſwears that Cewiy's are but dull to mine: 
Her, in mere Gratitude, I muſt approve, - 
For who, but would his kind Applauder love 2 
Another damns my Poetry and me, 
And plays the Critick mot judiciouſty: 
And ſhe too fires my Heart, and the too charms, 
And Pm agog to have her in my Arms, 
One, with her ſoft and wanton Trip does pleaſe, 
And prints in every Step ſhe ſets a Grace: 

N4 
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Another, Walks with ſtiff, ungainly Tread ; 
But ſhe may learn more Pliantneſs abed, 
This ſweetly fings ; her Voice does Love inſpire, 
And ev'ry Breath kindles, and blows the Fire : 
Who can forbear to kiſs thoſe Lips, whoſe Sound 
The raviſh'd Ears does with ſuch Softneſs wound? 
That ſweetly plays: and while her Fingers move, 7 
'Y While o'erthe bounding Strings their Touches ore, 
Mu Heart leaps too, and every Pulſe beats Love: 
What Reaſon is ſo pow'rful to withſtand = 
The magick Force of that reſiſtleis Hand? 
| | | Another dances to a Miracle, 
| And moves her ſupple Limbs with PD Skill : 
And She, or elſe the Devil's in't, muſt charm, 
A Touch of her would Bed-rid Hermits warm. 
If tall; I gueſs what plenteous Game ſhe'll yield, 
Where Pleaſure ranges o'er ſo wide a F ield: 
If low ſhe's pretty: both alike invite, 
The Dwarf and Giant, both my Wiſhes fit, 
 Undreſs'd ; I think how killing ſhe'd appear, 
If arm'd with all Advantages ſhe were: 
Richly artir'd ; ſhe's the gay Bait of Love, 
And knows, with Art, to ſet her Beauties off. 
I like the Fair, I Ike the Red-hair'd one, 
And I can find Attractions in the Brown: 
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If curling Jet adorn her ſnowy Neck, 

The beauteous Læda is reported Black: 

If curling Gold; Aurora's painted ſo: 

All Sorts of Hiſtories my Love does know. 

I like the Young, with all her blooming Charms, 
And Age itſelf is welcome to my Arms : 
There uncropt beauty in its flow aſſails, 
Experience here and riper Senſe prevails. | 

In fine, whatever of the Sex are known 

To ſtock the ſpacious, and well-furniſh'd Town ; 
Whatever any ſingle Man can find 

Agreeable of all the num'rous kind: 

To all alike, my haggard Love is free, 

And each is Game, and each a Miſs for me. 
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Io his Miſtriſs that Jilted im. 
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Nay, then the Devil take all Love! if 1 

So oft, for its damn'd Sake, muſt wiſh: to die. 

What can I wiſh for but to die, when you, 

Dear faithleſs Thing, I find, could prove untrue? 
Why am I curs'd with Life? why. am I fain _ 

For thee falſe Jilt, to bear eternal Pain? 

*Tis not thy Letters, which thy Crimes reveal, 

Nor ſecret Preſents, which thy Falſhood tell: 
Would God! my juſt Suſpicions wanted Cauſe, 
That they might prove leſs fatal to my Eaſe: 
Would God! leſs Colour for thy Guilt there were, 
But that (alaſs !) too much of Proof does bear: 
Bleſs'd he, who, what he loves, can juſtify, N 
To whom, his Miſtreſs can the Fact deny, i f 
And boldly give his Jealouſy the Lie. 

Cruel the Man, and uncompaſſionate, 

And too indulgent to his own Regret, 
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Who ſeeks to have her Guilt too manifeſt, 
And with the murd'ring Secret, ſtabs his reſt, 
I faw, when little you ſuſpected me, 
When Sleep, you thought, gave Opportunity; 
Your Crimes I ſaw, and theſe unhappy Eyes, 
Of all your hidden Stealths were Witneſſes: , 
I ſaw, in Signs, your mutual Wiſhes read. 
And Nods, the Meſlage of your Hearts, convey'd : 
I ſaw the conſcious Board, which writ all o'er | 
With Scrawls of Wine, Love's Myſtick-Cypher bore : 
Your Glances were not mute, but each betray'd, 
And with your Fingers, Dialogues were made: 
J underſtood the Language out of Hand, 
(For what's too hard for Love to underſtand?) 
Full well I underſtood for what Intent | 
All this dumb Talk, and filent Hints were meant ; 
And now the Gueſts were from the Table fled, 
And all the Company retir'd to Bed: 
I ſaw you then with wanton Kiſſes greet, 
Your Tongues (I ſay) did in your Kiſſes meet: 
Not ſuch as Siſters to their Brothers give, 
But Lovers, from their Miſtreſſes, receive: 
Such as the God of War, and Paphian Queen 
Did in the Height of their Embraces join. 
Patience ye Gods J (cried I) what ist 1 fee? 
Unfaithful ! why this Treachery to me ? 


That you ſhould be unalienably mine: 


Such lovely Stains the Face of Heav'n adorn, 
When Light's full Bluſhes paint the baſhful Morn : 


Upon the Ground ſhe caſt her jetty Eyes, 
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How dare you let another in my Sight, 

Invade my native Property and Right ? 

He muſt not, ſhalt not dot: By Love, I fear, 
PII ſeiæe the bold, uſurping Rawiſher : 

You are my Free- hold, and the Fates deſign, 


Theſe Favours all, to me, impropriate are : 

How comes another then to treſpaſs Bere? 

This, and much more I ſaid, by Rage inſpir'd, 

While conſ. ious Shame her Cheeks with Bluſhes fir'd: 


So on the Buſh the flaming Roſe does glow, 
When mingled with the Lilies neighb'ring Snow: 
This, or ſome other Colour, much like theſe, 
The Semblance, then, of her Complexion was : 
And while her Looks that ſweet Diſorder wore, 
Chance added Beauties undiſclos'd before: 


Her Eyes ſhot fiercer Darts in that Diſguiſe : 


Her Face a ſad and mournful Air expreſs'd, 


Her Face, more lovely, ſeem'd in Sadneſs dreſs'd : 
Urg'd by Revenge, I hardly could forbear, 


Her braided Locks, and tender Cheeks to tear : 
Vet I no ſooner had her Face ſurvey'd, 


But ſtrait the Tempeſt of my Rage was laid: 
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A Look of her did my Reſentments charm, 
A Look of her, did all their Force diſarm : 
And I, that firce, outrageous thing, ere-while, 
Grew calm, as Infants, when in Sleep, they ſmile : 
And now a Kiſs am humbly fain to crave, 
And beg no worſe, than ſhe my Rival, gave: 
She ſmil'd, and ftrait a Throng of Kiſſes preſt, 
The worſt of which, ſhould ue himſelf but taſte, & 
The brandiſh'd Thunder from his Hand would wreſt: 
Well-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 
For Fear my envied Rival felt them ſo: 
Better they ſeem'd, by far, than I e' er taught, 
And, ſhe in them, ſhew'd ſomething new, methought ; 
Fond, jealous I, my ſelf the Pleaſure grutch, 
And they diſpleas'd becauſe they pleas'd too much: 
When, in my Mouth, I felt her darting Tongue, 
My wounded Thoughts it with aper * 
Nor is it this alone afflifts my Mind, 
More Reaſons for Complaint remain behind: 

I grive not only, that ſhe Kiſſes gave, 
Tho' that affords me Cauſe enough to rave: 
Such never could be taught her but in Bed, 
And Heav'n knows what Reward her Teacher had! 
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Acquainting him, has: he's is in Love mig Two at 


. Ire wank my. Friend, and N it Gb by you | 


This fairer is than that, and that than this, 
That morethanthis, and this than that, does pleaſe: 
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one time. 


Tu mihi, tu tert, 5 _ Grecine, negabas, &C. 


No Man, at once, could ever well Love two: |» 
But I was much deceiv'd upon that Score, 

For ſingle I, at once, love one, and more : 

Two, at one time, reign jointly in my Breaſt, 
Both handſome are, both charming, both well-dreſsd, 
And hang me, if I know, which takes me beſt : 


Toft, like a Ship, by diff rent Guſts of Love, 
Now to this Point, and now to that I move. 

Why, Love, why doſt thou duble thus my Pains ? 
Was't not enough to bear one Tyrant's Chains ? 
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Why, Goddeſs, doſt thou vainly laviſh more 
On one that was Top-fall of Love before? 
Yet thus Pd rather love than not at all, 
May that ill Curſe my Enemies befal : 
May my worſt Foe be damn'd to love of none, 
Be damn'd to Continence, and lie alone: 
Let Love's Alarms each Night diſturb my Reſt, 
And drowſy Sleep never approach my Breaſt,, 
Or ſtraightway thence be by new pleaſure chas d. 
Let Pleaſures, in Succeſſion, keep my Senſe | 
Ever awake or ever in a Trance: 
Let me lie melting in my Fair-One's Arms, 
Riot in bliſs, and ſurfeit on her Charms : : 
Let her undo me there without Controul, 
Drain Nature quite, ſuck out my very Soul: 
And, if by one, I can't enough be drawn, 
ive me another, clap more Leeches on, 
The Gods have made me of the Sporting-kind, 
And for the Feat my pliant Limbs deſign'd: 
What Nature has in Bulk to me denied, 
In Sinews, and in Viguor, is ſupplied: 
And ſhould my Strength be wanting to Deſire; 
Pleaſure would add new Fuel to the Fire: 
Oft in ſoft Battles have I ſpent the Night, . 
Vet roſe next Morning, vigr'ous for the Fight, 
Freſh, as the Day, and active, as the Light. 
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Grant me, ye Gods, ſo ſweet, ſo wiſh'd a Death! 


Let greedy Merchants truſt the faithleſs Main, 
And ſhipwreck Life, and Soul, for ſordid Gain : 


No Miad that ever under me took Pay, 
From my Embrace weut unoblig'd away. 
Bleſs? he, who in Love's Service yields his Breath, 


Inbloody Fields let Soldiers meet their Fate, 
To purchaſe dear-bought Honour at the Rate: 


Dying, let me expire in Gaſps of Luft, 

And in a Guſh of Joy give up the Ghoſt : 
Then ſome kind, pitying Friend ſhall ſmile and cry, 
So did he live, and 45 a FAA to die. 
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